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Left  Door;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance ;  U.  E.  Upper  Entrance ;  M.  D  Middle  Door;  L.  U.  E  Lett  Uppu 
Entrance;  ft.  U.  E.  Right  Upper  Entrance;  L.  S.  E.  Left  Second  Entrance;  P.  S.  Prompt  Side;  O.  P. 
Opposite  Prompt. 

RELATIVE  PosmoNS.-R.  means  Right;   L.  Left;   C.  Centre;  R.  C.  Eight  of  Centre;   L.  C.  Left-  of 
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R.  RC.  C.  LC.  L. 

***  The  Reader  is  supposed  to  le  on  the  Stage,  faciny  the  Audience. 
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ACT  I. 

SCENE  I.— Sportsman's  Cabinet  at  Hawthorn  Hall. 
—Squire  Hawthorn,  Jerry,  Sir  Harry  Blood,  Bill 
Pointer,  Village  Lawyer,  Farmer  Cornflower,  &c., 
discovered  seated  at  a  table,  drinking.  Squire  Haw- 
thorn in  the  chair ;  Jerry  on  his  left  hand,  a  vacant 
chair  on  his  right;  the  other  guests  seated  in  order 
on  each  side.— Servant  in  waiting,  lying  on  the 
ground,  on  one  side,  ready  to  uncork  fresh  bottles. 

CHORUS.     (Onwies.) 
AIR.—"  To  Bachelor's  Hall." 
Tofam'd  Hawthorn  Hall,  we,  good  fellows  invite, 
Who  take  in  the  chase,  and  the  glass,  a  delight; 
Sly  Reynard's  "brought  home,  his  brush  graces  our 

board. 
And  while  Bacchus  assists,  we're,  each,  great  as  a 

lord. 

Then  drink  and  do  honour  to  this  jovial  place, 
And  enjoy  the  sweet  pleasures   that  Jiow  from  tte 
chase. 

Hark  away  hark  away  ! 
While  our  spirits  are  gay, 
Let  us  drink  to  the  joys  of  the  new  cowing  day. 

Haw.  Bravo!  bravo!  thank  ye,  gentlemen — 
thank  ye ;  ne'er  a  pack  of  hounds  in  the  county 
have  clearer  voices,  or  open  more  musically.  Come, 
Jerry,  the  bottle  stands  with  yon ;  what  shall 
we  say  after  this  ?  we  have  no  time  to  lose,  you 
know. 

Jerry.  True,  Dad — so  here  goes — (rises.)  Gentle- 
men,  taking  advantage  of  his  temporary  absence, 
I  beg  leave  to  propose  the  health  of  my  worthy 
friend,  and  staunch  relation,  Corinthian  Tom, 
the  London  sportsman.  We'll  drink  it  with 
three,  if  yon  please,  gentlemen— Bumpers  !  Now, 
then,  are  you  all  fill'd  ? 

Omnes.  All,  all. 

Jerry  and  Omnes  drink.  (All  up-standing.)  Hip, 
hip,  hip,  hurrah !  hip,  hip,  hurrah !  hip,  hip,  hip, 
hurrah  !  Bravo  !  Bravo  ! 

(Servant  drinks  the  toast  aside.     They  sit.) 

Haw.  Bravo !  you  could  not  have  done  a  better 
thing,  Jerry ;  considering  he's  a  Londoner,  I 
don't  know  a  worthier  lad  than  Tom.  It  isn't 
to  everyone  I'd  trust  my  only  son,  in  such  a 
racketty  place  as  London.  Gentlemen,  yon  all 
know  our  present  meeting  is  by  way  of  jollifica- 
tion, previous  to  Jerry's  start  to  town  with  his 
cousin  Tom,  and  to  drink  a  parting  cup  on  the 
occasion.  Jerry  wants  to  see  life,  and  Tom  being, 
as  he  says,  up  to  everything,  has  kindly  promised 
to  show  it  him.  They  set  off  the  first  thing  in 
the  morning 

Jerry.  And  that  won't  be  long  before  it  makes 
its  appearance. — 'Tis  almost  day-break  already. 

Tom.  (Without.)  There,  that  will  do,  my  rum 
one. 

Haw.  Here  Tom  comes,  fill  Km  up  a  bumper, 
and  give  him  a  squeeze  of  the  fox's  brush  in  it, 
— 'twon't  relish  else.  (Jerry  squeezes  brush  in 
Tom's  glass.)  There,  that  will  do. 

Enter    TOM,  L. 

Tom.  (Taking  his  seat.)  Gentlemen,  I  beg  pardon 
for  being  scarce  so  long;  but  having  to  start 
early,  I  thought  it  best  to  see  that  the  toggery 
was  all  right  and  fly — I  never  shirk  the  "black 
strap  intentionally,  you  know. 

Jerry.    Don't  mention  it,  my  dear  Tom,   your 


absence  has  afforded  us  an  opportunity,  which 
has  given  pleasure  to  everyone.  It  has  allowed 
us  to  drink  your  health  with  the  customary 
honours,  which  I  need  not  say  we  did  both  with, 
enthusiasm  and  sincerity. 

Tom.  (Standing  up.)  Gentlemen,  permit  me  to  re- 
turn you  my  most  sincere  thanks  for  the  honour 
you  have  done  me  in  my  absence,  and  to  drink  all 
your  healths  in  return,  and  may  you  never  want 

Horses  sound,  Dogs  healthy ; 
Earths  stopped,  and  Foxes  plenty. 

Omnes.  Bravo  !  bravo ! 

Haw.  Very  well,  indeed.— Well,  I  shall  shortly 
begin  to  think  there  is  something  in  living  in. 
London,  after  all. 

Tom.  Something !  my  dear  sir,  there  is  every- 
thing in  it. 

Jerry.  Ah !  London  must  be  a  rare  place — I 
don't  care  how  soon  I'm  there. 

Haw.  Well  now,  for  my  part,I  always  thought 
that  living  in  London  was  going  to  see  the  lions 
in  the  Tower,  making  a  call  at  the  whispering 
gallery,  leaving  one's  card  o'top  of  the  monument, 
or  taking  a  peep  into  Westminster  Abbey.  Ah! 
it  was  so  in  my  day — how  times  are  altered ! 

Tom.  Each  to  his  taste,  my  dear  sir ;  but  allow 
me  to  observe,  Life  in  London  does  not  consist,  as 
people  usually  suppose  it  does,  in  hard  drinking, 
round  swearing,  knocking  down  apple-women, 
talking  loud  in  a  play-house,  insulting  every  girl 
you  meet,  tavern  rows  and  street-fights — No — no 
— to  seek  for  enjoyment  wherever  you  can  find  it, 
join  in  a  lark,  laugh  at  a  spree,  be  all  alive  in  a 
ramble,  acquire  just  enough  experience  to  make 
you  up  to  the  sharps,  down  to  the  knowing  ones, 
fly  to  the  gammoners,  and  awake  to  everything 
that's  going  on,  so  that  yon  may  indulge  in  the 
sweet  offices  of  charity  without  fear  of  imposition, 
relieve  modest  merit,  and  encourage  humble 
talent ;  this,  my  dear  Sir,  is  what  I  call  Life  in 
London,  and  what  I  mean  to  teach  Jerry. 

Haw.  Well,  only  let  him  derive  instruction  with 
amusement,  and  I'm  satisfied — At  all  events,  my 
word  is  pledged,  and  he  shall  go. 

(Village  Lawyer  falls  on  ground.) 

Tom.  Go — why  there's  one  gone  already — who  is 
it? 

Haw.  Oh,  its  only  the  village  lawyer. 

Tom.  Take  him  out  of  court— away  with  old  six 
and  eightpence. 

Law.  Thus  fell  Cardinal  Wolsey.  My  lord,  I 
move — I 

Tom.  Move  him  off,  ha !  ha !  ha ! 

[Lawyer  is  carried  off  by  servant,  B. 

Enter  REGULAR,  L. 

Reg.  (.4side  to  Tom.)  All's  ready  for  starting,  sir, 
whenever  you  give  the  word. 

Tom.  Very  well,  Regular,  we'll  make  ourselves 
scarce  directly. 

Jerry.  (Aside  to  Tom.)  I  say,  Tom — as  I  hate 
leave-taking,  and  have  a  small  call  to  make,  let  us 
slip  away  at  once — I'll  meet  you  in  the  village  in 
about  ten  minutes  time. 

Tom.  Oh!  what  you've  got  a  bit  of  muslin  on  the 
sly,  have  you  ? 

Jerry.  Hush!  they're  getting  noisy — now's  our 
time. 

Tom.  I'll  take  care — come  along. 

[Exeunt  Tom  and  Jerry,  severally,  L. 

Haw.  Come,  gentlemen — to  keep   up   the   har- 
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rnony  of  the  evening,  will  any  gentleman  volunteer 
a  song  ? 

Unities.  (Together.)  I  will— I  will.  (Singing.) 
"  Uright  chanticleer."  "Yon  all  knew  Tom 
Moody."  "  A  southerly  wind."  &c.,  &c. 

(General  confusion.) 

Ilaw.  Silence!  Silence!— Order!  order!— one  at 
a  time — hey,  d — me  where' s  Jerry?  he's  slipped 
cover !  Yo,  ho  !  Jerry,  my  boy— yoicks !  yoicks ! 

[Exeunt  Omnes,  in  full  cry,  L. 
SCENE  II.— Outside  of  Susan  Rosebud's  Cottage. 

Enter  SUE  and  JANE,/rom  Cottage,  c.  F. 

DUET  (Ambo.) 

AIR.—"  When  the  Rosy  Morn." 
Nov:  the  rosy  morn  appearing, 

Hi-ings  the  hour  when  < ^u  \  must  part, 
From  the  youth  who  all  endearing, 
Long  has  won  £  ^"'  j  -inrgin  heart. 

Ah,  too  well  do  pju  j  adore  him, 

Even  for  a  day  to  part, 
In  disguise  <  ^  j' j?    [  hover  o'er  him, 

And  secure  his  roving  heart. 

Site.  Yes,  it  is  resolved— I  will  follow  him  to  this 
dangerous  London  ;  in  every  scene  of  pleasure  and 
folly,  I'll  accompany  him.  Woman's  wit  will  fur- 
nish me  with  a  hundred  secure  disguises ;  and  un- 
known I  may  preserve  him  from  temptation  and 
rescue  him  from  ruin — too  happy  if  at  last  I  bring 
him  back  to  love  and  peace,  and  home  ;  but  he  comes 
not— surely  my  dear  Hawthorn  will  not  break  his 
promise. 

Jane.  Oh,  it  isn't  his  time  yet ;  four  o'clock  he 
paid,  and  now  'tis  only  half-past  three. 

Sue.  Why  what  time  was  it  whi  n  I  rose  ? 

Jane.  Yon  desired  to  be  called  at  three,  but  saved 
rae  the  trouble,  by  getting  up  at  half -past  two.  Oh  ! 
yon  lovers ! 

Sue.  I  had  forgotten  that.  But  are  you  sure  the 
information  you  gave  me,  respecting  my  old  friend 
and  schoolfellow,  Kate,  is  correct  ? 

Jane.  Oh,  yes — I  had  it  from  Mr.  Corinthian's 
servant,  Regular.  Kate  has  long  been  attached  to 
Mr.  Corinthian,  and  every  one  thought  it  would 
have  been  a  match  before  he  left  town — but  he  is  so 
wild  and  fickle ! 

Sue.  Then  my  mind's  made  up,  I  will  hasten  to 
town  directly  and  seek  out  Kate ;  she  is  a  fine- 
spirited,  free-hearted  girl,  and  combining  we  may 
secure  both  our  lovers  and  happiness ;  but  Haw- 
thorn comes — you  had  better  leave  me  now. 

[Exit  Jane  into  Cottage. 

Enter  JERRY,  L. 

Sue.  My  dear  Hawthorn  ! 

Jerry.  Dear  Susan !  let  us  hope,  my  love,  this 
will  be  the  most  painful  meeting  of  our  existence, 
since  it  is  one  in  which  we  part  for  a  short  dura- 
tion. 

Sue.  Let  tears  speak  for  me  ;  at  present  my  heart 
is  too  full  for  words  :  but  silence  is  more  than 
eloquence  in  love. 

Jerry.  And  can  I  leave  thee, — can  I  say  farewell, 
love?  ( Kisses  her.) 


Enter  TOM,  L. 


Tom.  I  say,  what  are  you  at?  Beg  pardon- 
sorry  to  interrupt  such  tender  moments,  bnt  time 
and  tide  stay  for  no  man,  Jerry. 

Jerry.  True,  Tom,  but  you  shouldn't  come  in 
just  at  such  a  critical  time,  and 

Tarn.  I  know  what  you  are  going  to  say— but  our 
nags  won't  stay  for  onr  turtles  ;  besides  where  it 
is  so  much  trouble  to  part,  the  sooner  it's  over  the 
better. 

Jerry.  Exactly,  protraction  only  adds  to  the 
pangs  of  parting.— So  once  for  all,  dear  Susan, 
good-bye. 

Sue.  Good-bye,  dear  Hawthorn — but  not  for  long 
though :  two  males  without  a  female  may  travel 
very  swiftly,  certainly— but  two  females  with  a  mail 
may  go  quite  as  quick.  (Aside.) 

Tom.  If  I  had  my  Kate  here,  I  could  make  one 
in  this  billing  and  cooing— but  as  she  is  not  here, 
why,  "  Over  the  Hills  and  far  away." 

TRIO.— TOM,  JERRY,  and  SUE. 
AIR. — "  O»er  the  Hills  and  far  away." 

Tom.  Now  for  Life  in  London  town, 

Sprees  and  rambles  night  and  day  ; 
High  and  low,  and  up  and  down, 
Uver  the  hills  and  far  away. 

Jerry.  Farewell,  love,  gay  London  calls, 

Fiz'd  in  memory  still  tnou'lt  stay, 
Proof  'gainst  beauties,  belles,  and  balls, 
Over  the  hills  and  far  away. 

Sue.  (Aside.)  Over  the  hills  and  far  away, 
To  Life  in  London,  frolic,  play  ; 
For  I'll  not  stay  behind  to  say, 

What  wind  has  blown  my  lad  away. 

[Exeunt  Tom  and  Jerry,  R.  s.  E.,  and 
Sue  into  Cottage. 


SCENE  III.— A  room  in  Kate's  House. 

Enter  KATE  with  a  letter,  L. 

Kate.  Well,  at  last  this  dear  rattling  spark  of 
mine  is  on  the  wing  for  London.  He  is  to  be  here 
to-morrow. — Let  me  see. — (Reads) — "  My  dear 
Kate,  it  is  with  great  pleasure  I  inform  yon,  your 
Corinthian's  tandem  is  again  turned  towards  Lon- 
don, where  he  will  arrive  to-morrow." — 'To- 
morrow!' that  is  to-day.— Oh  that  he  were  come! 
— (Reads.) — "  With  his  rustic  cousin,  Jerry  Haw- 
thorn ;  whom  he  is  to  whisk  up  to  town  for  the 
purpose  of  finishing  his  education  as  a  regular." 
Yes,  regular  enough,  if  Tom  is  to  be  his  tutor. — 
(Reads.) — "Accustomed  only  to  the  rustic  seenes 
of  Somersetshire,  Tom  intends  to  astonish  him  with 
the  ups  and  downs  of  Life  in  London.  And  tnir.( 
nous,  I  have  an  astonishment  in  store  for  you,  too  ; 
so  look  out,  my  dear  girl,  and  you  shall  see  \viu:t 
you  shall  see,— Your 's,  most  truly,  SUSAN." — What 
can  she  moan  ? — '  Jerry  Hawthorn  !'  why,  as  I  live, 
that  must  be  her  admirer. — It  will  now  bo  her  turn 
to  feel  how  tedious  pass  the  hours  in  a  lover's 
absence.  Well,  though  Tom  has  so  long  deserted 
me,  still  will  I  endeavour  to  reclaim  him,  and  hope 
at  length  to  prove  the  woman's  love  is  not  to  be 
"dJy  bought. 
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SONG.- KATE. 

Aifj. — "  0  say  not  Woman's  hrvri  is, 

0  say  not  u-oman's  heart  . 

Too  well  do  I  adore  hint, ! 
A-mid  gay  pleasure's  giddy  welt:, 

I'll  fondly  hover  over  him. 

He  taught  my  'bosom  first  to  bio  a: 
Love's  flame,  it  wanders  nevi  f 

Mil  heart  still  feels  affect  ion's  glow 
It  loves, — and  loves  for  ever  ! 


[Exit,  R. 


SCENE  IV.—  Chaffing  Crib  in  Corinthian  House.— 
Table,  Boxing  Gloves,  Chairs,  Foils,  £c.,  &c. 

Enter  TOM  and  JERRY,  as  just  arrived,  L. 

Tom.  Ya  !  hip  !  come  along,  Jerry  ;  here  we  are 
safe  arrived,  my  boy.  Welcome,  my  dear  Jerry,  to 
Corinthian  Hall—  to  my  snng  chaffing  crib—  where, 
I  hope,  we  shall  have  many  a  rare  bit  of  gig  to- 
gether. 

Jerry.  Chaffing  crib!  I'm  at  fault,  coz,  can't 
follow. 

Tom.  My  prattling  parlonr  —  my  head  quarters, 
coz  —  where  I  unbend  with  my  pals.  You  are  now 
in  London,  the  bang-up  spot  of  the  world  for  fun, 
frolic,  and  out-and-out-ing.  Here  it  shall  be  my 
care,  Jerry,  to  introduce  yon  to  all  sorts  of  life  — 
from  the  flowers  of  society,  the  roses,  pinks,  and 
tulips,  of  one  court,  to  the  mechanical  tag-rag  and 
bobtail  —  vegetables  —  bunches  of  turnips  —  and 
strings  of  ing-ens,  of  another:  for  without  a  proper 
introduction,  London,  gay,  bustling,  various,  as  it 
is,  would  be  no  more  than  an  immense  wilderness. 

Jcrnj.  I  suppose  not.  I'll  do  as  much  for  you 
another  time- 

Tom.  We  must  make  the  best  use  of  our  time  ; 
I  have  seen  a  great  deal  of  life  myself  ;  still  I  have 
a  great  deal  yet  to  see.  But  let  me  give  you  a 
caution  or  two  before  we  set  out  :  never  be  too  con- 
fident —  rather  at  all  times  plead  ignorance  than 
show  it  ;  never  disgrace  the  character  of  a  friend, 
in  that  family  where  you  are  introduced  as  a  friend  : 
let  the  honour  of  the  husband  and  the  peace  of  the 
father  be  preserved  inviolable  ;  and  never  have  the 
once  friendly  door  be  shut  against  you,  cither  as  a 
seducer  —  a  hypocrite  —  or  a  scoundrel.  But  I  say, 
my  dear  fellow,  what  do  you  call  all  this  ?  —  this 
toggery  of  yours  will  never  fit  —  yon  must  have  a 
new  rig-out' 

Jerry.  Eh!  oh!  I  understand.  You  think  the 
cut  of  my  clothes  rather  too  rustic—  eh  ? 

Tom.  Exactly  ;  dress  is  the  order  of  the  day.  A 
man  must  have  the  look  of  a  gentleman,  if  he  has 
nothing  else.  We  must  assume  a  style  if  we  have 
it  not.  This,  what  do  you  call  it  ?  —  this  cover-me- 
decently,  was  all  very  well  at  Hawthorn  Hall,  I 
dare  eay  ;  but  here,  among  the  pinks  in  Rotten- 
row,  the  lady-birds  in  the  Saloon,  the  angelics  at 
Almack's,  the-top-of-the-trec  heroes,  the  legs  and 
levanters  at  Tattersal's,  nay,  even  among  the 
millers  at  the  Fives,  it  would  be  taken  for  nothing 
lees  than  the  index  of  a  complete  flat. 

Jerry.  I  snppose  not—  what's  to  be  done  ? 

Tom.  I'll  tell  you  ;  before  we  start  on  our  sprees 
r.nd  rambles,  I'll  send  for  that  kiddy  artist,  Dicky 
Primefit,  the  dandy  habit-maker,  of  Regent  Street  i 
He  shall  rig  you  out  in  grand  twi<r,  in  no  time. 
Here,  Regular  !  (OMs.) 


Enter  REGULAR,  L. 


Reg.  Here  I  am  sir. 

Tom.  Send  for  Dicky  Primefit,  directly. 

Reg.  What  !  the  sufferer,  Sir  ? 

Tom.  Yes,  that's  the  fellow  j  tell  him  to  bring-  his 
card  of  address  with  him. 

Jerry.  Sufferer!  I'm  at  fault  again,  Tom  ;  can't 
follow. 

Tom.  The  tailor,  Jerry  :  we  do  make  them  surfer 
sometimes. 

Reg.  Yes,  sir,  the  tailor  bless  me,  how  very  im-. 
educated  ;  I  thought  every  gentleman  knew  his. 
tailor  was  the  sufferer  ;  I  sure  I  know  mine  is,  Paid 
to  some  tunetod,  I'll  chivey  the  rascal  here  directly,, 


Tom.  You  shall  go  in  training  for  a  swell  afc. 
once. 

Jerry.  A  swell  !  I'm  at  fault  again. 

Tom.  A  swell,  my  dear  Jerry  — 

Log.  (Speaks  without,  L.  s.  E).  Just  arrived,  eii, 
very  well,  I'll  go  up  ! 

Tom.  But  stay;  here  comes  my  friend-  Bob. 
Logic  ;  he  shall  tell  you  what  a  swell  is  —  his  head 
contains  all  the  learning—  I  beg  his  pardon—  all  tit- 
larks extant  ;  he  is  a  complete  walking  map  of  the, 
metropolis—  a  perfect  pocket  dictionary  of  all  the 
flash  cant,  and  slang  patter,  either  of  St.  James's 
or  St.  Giles's  ;  only  twig  him.  Welcome,  my  dear 
Bob  ;  ten  thousand  welcomes. 

Enter  LOGIC,  L. 

Log.  Thankye,  my  dear  Tom  —  thankye.  Seeing 
your  natty  gig  and  fast  trotter  at  the  door,  as  I 
passed,  I  couldn't  avoid  popping  into  welcome  you. 
back  to  town.  You've  been  sadly  miss'd  among- 
the  big  ones  since  you've  been  away.  Lots  o£ 
chaffing  about  you  at  Daffy's. 

Tom.  I  snppose  so.  You  couldn't  have  popp'd  in.: 
more  opportunely  !  Allow  me  to  introduce  to».- 
you  my  companion  and  cousin,  Jeremiah  Haw;-. 
thorn,  Esqnire,  from  Somersetshire  ;  Jerry  Haw- 
thorn, Doctor  Logic,  commonly  called  Bob  Logic- 
Doctor  Logic,  Jerry  Hawthorn.  Bob  is  the  most 
finished  man  of  all  the  pave",  Jerry,  whether  for 
drinking,  roving,  getting  in  a  row  or  getting  out  of 
one. 

Log.  Oh,  you  flatter  me  !  I  yield  the  palm  to  yoa 
in  those  particulars.  To  be  sure  I  always  was  a. 
knowing  one. 

Tom.  You  were,  Bob. 

Log.  (To  Jerry).  Your  most  obedient,  sir  ;  liapr.y 
to  see  you.  (They  shake  hands.)  Where  did  YOU 
pick  him  up  ?  (To  Torn.; 

Tom.  A  slip  from  the  chawbacons  ;  rescued  him 
from  yokels.  The  business  is  this  ;  bred  up  ill- 
Somersetshire,  Jerry  has  never  before  eroded 
Claverton  Downs.  He  is  now  come  to  see  life,  and 
rub  off  a  little  of  the  rust.  In  effecting  this  desir- 
able consummation  you  can  materially  assist  ^ 
under  so  skilful  a  professor  of  the  flash  as  you,. 

Jerry.  Flash  !  I'm  at  fault  again,  Tom. 

Tom.  Explain,  Bob. 

Log.  Flash,  my  young  friend,  or  slang,  as  others 
call  it,  is  the  classical  language  of  the  Holy  Land  • 
in  other  words,  St.  Giles's  Greek.  *, 

Jerry.  St.  Giles's  Greek  ;  that  is  a  language  ,  doc- 
tor, with  which  I  am  totally  unacquainted,  although 
I  was  brought  np  at  a  Grammar  School. 

Log.   You  are  not  particular  in   that  respect; 
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many  great  scholar?,  and  better  linguists  than  yon, 
are  quite  as  ignorant  of  it,  it  being  studied  more  in 
the  Hammer  Schools  than  the  Grammar  Schools. 
Flash,  my  young  friend,  or  slang,  as  others  call  it, 
is  a  species  of  cant  in  which  the  knowing  ones 
conceal  their  roguery  from  the  flats  ;  and  it  is  one 
of  the  advantages  of  seeing  Life  in  London,  that 
yon.  may  learn  to  talk  to  a  rogue  in  his  own  lan- 
guage, and  tight  him  with  his  own  weapons. 

Tom.  I  was  telling  him  before  you  came  in,  Bob, 
that  he  must  go  in  training  for  a  swell,  and  he 
didn't  understand  what  I  meant. 

JOT;/.  Oh,  yes,  I  did,  Tom. 

Tom.  No,  no,  yoa  didn't;  come,  confess  your 
ignorance. 

Log.  Not  know  what  a  swell  meant  ? 

Tom.  No  ;  he  wasn't  up. 

Jerry.  Not  up  ? 

Log.  That  is,  yon  were  not  down. 

Jerry.  Not  down  ! 

Tom.  No  ;  you're  green  ! 

Jerry.  Green  ! 

Log.  Ah!  not  fly! 

Tom  Yes,  not  awake  ! 

Jerry,  "Green!  fly!  awake!"  D  —  me,  but  I'm 
jit  fault.  I  don't  understand  one  word  yon  are 
saying. 

Log.  We  know  you  don't,  and  that's  what  we're 
.telling  yon.  Poor  young  man  —  very  uninformed. 

Tom.  Quite  ignorant,  isn't  he,  Bob  ? 

Log.  Melancholy  to  think  of  —  quite  lamentable, 

Tom.  Yon  must  go  to  school,  again,  Jerry. 

Jerry.  "What  !  the  Hammer  School  ? 

Log.  Yes,  take  your  degrees  under  the  classical 
Captain  Grose.  A  swell,  my  dear  boy,  or  rather  an 
empty  swell,  is  an  animal  very  plentiful  in  the 
fashionable  world  ;  which,  like  the  i'rog  in  the  fable, 
wishing  to  appear  greater  than  it  is,  and  vie  with 
the  substantial  John  Bulls  of  the  Exchange,  keeps 
puffing  and  puffing  itself  ont,  till  it  bursts  in  the 
attempt,  and  proves  its  appearance,  like  itself,  a 
bubble. 

Enter  REGULAR,  L. 

Heg.  The  sufferer's  carriage  is  at  the  door,  sir. 

Tom.  What,  Dicky  Priment  ?  trundle  him  in. 

Reg.  This  way,  Mr.  Primefit. 

Prime.  (Without,  p.  s.)  Have  the  goodness,  young 
man,  to  desire  my  footman  to  tell  my  coachman  to 
turn  the  horses'  keads  towards  the  Military  Club 
House  ;  - 

Enter  PRIMEFIT,  L. 

And  take  that  pair  of  buckskins  from  tinder  the 
seat,  that  I'm  going  to  take  home  to  the  Duke  of 
Dolittle. 

Reg.  Very  well,  Mr.  Thing-emy.  Must  stick  it 
into  him  for  a  new  pair  of  kiclcses,  by-and-by. 

[Earit.  P  s. 
.    Gentlemen,  your    most    obedient.    Mr. 


'Corinthian,  yours.  What  are  your  commands  ? 
was  it  your  little  bill  yon  wanted  ?  because  if  it  is, 
I've  got  it  all  ready  —  'tis  but  a  small  account  ! 

(Unrolls  long  bill. 

Tom.  Eh  !  (Looking  at  it.)  Oh,  d—  u  your  bill! 
Log.  (After  looking  at  it)  Ah,  d—  11  your  bill  ! 

(  Throws  himself  on  sopha. 

Jerry  (Walking  round  it.)  Yes,  d—  n  your  bill  !— 
I'm  np,  down,  and  see—  I'm  fly  ! 

Prime.  Very  well,  gentlemen,  with  all  my  heart 
—  dem  the  bill  ;  I'll  take  care  of  the  receipt  though  ; 
(aside.)  as  yon  don't  want  to  discharge  your  ac- 


count, Mr.  Corinthian,  perhaps  you  wish  to  add  to 
it ;  if  so,  I'll  take  your  orders  witli  pleasure 

Tom-.  You've  nicked  it ;  the  fact  is  this,  Dicky- 
yon  must  turn  missionary.  Here  is  a  young  native 
from  the  country,  just  caught,  whom  you  must 
civilize. 

Prime.  Oh!  I  understand.  From  the  cut  of  tho 
gentleman's  clothes,  I  presume  he's  lately  come 
from  the  Esquimaux  Islands. 

Tom.  Ha !  ha  !  very  good,  Primefit ;  I  say,  Jerry 
— you  see  he's  down  upon  you. 

Jerry.  Yes,  he's  up,  he's  awake,  he's  fly — Ha ! 
ha! 

Tom.  Now  Dicky,  out  with  your  rainbow. 

Prime.  Here  are  the  patterns,  gentlemen,  the 
very  last  fashions,  every  one ;  you  can  chuse  for 
yourself ;  but  this  is  the  colour  most  in  vogue — 
generally  greens. 

Jerry.  Yes,  I'm  told  you  London  tailors  are  par- 
ticularly fond  of  greens— cabbage  to  wit.  But  I 
am  not  very  particular ;  only  let  me  have  some- 
thing of  this  cut. 

(Turning  round  and  showing  himself.) 

Tom.  Oh,  no,  hang  that  cut  j  the  colour  may  fit ; 
but  the  cut  never  will. 

Prime.  By  the  by,  if  the  gentleman's  in  a  hurry, 
I've  a  suit  of  clothes  in  my  carriage,  that  I  was 
about  to  take  home  to  the  Marquis  of  Squander, 
which  I  think  will  fit  him  exactly. 

Tom.  Eh,  the  Marquis  of  Squander — just  Jerry's 
diameter ;  why  that  will  be  the  very  thing.  Let  it 
be  laid  on  the  table  directly. 

Prime.  Young  man,  bring  that  there  bundle,  into 
this  here  room.  (Regular  brings  on  bundle.  L.) 
You  will  find  these  perfectly  commeilfaut,  I  can 
assure  you. 

Tom.  Come,  Jerry,  cast  your  skin— peel— slip 
into  the  swell  case  at  once,  my  boy — are  you  up  ? 

Jerry.  Peel !  oh,  I  know— I'm  down,  Tom,  I'm 

fly- 
Tom.  Come,  Dicky,  put  him  all  right — screw  him 

into  them. 
Prime.  You  may  rely  upon  me,  Mr.  Corinthian. 

(Jerry  is  fitted  with  Coat  and  Waistcoat;  meantime, 
Tom  and  Regular  box  with  gloves.  L. — When 
Jerry  is  dressed  he  struts  along  the  front  of  the 
stage.) 

Jerry.  A  tight  fit,  not  ranch  hunting  room,— no 
matter, — there,  Tom  I'm  all  fly. 

Tom.  I  knew  Dicky  would  finish  him,  There's 
not  a  better  snyder  in  England,  taking  Nngeo, 
Dollman,  the  Baron,  and  Rowlands  into  the  bar- 
gain against  him. 

Tom.  That  will  do — now  then  Dicky,  mizzle ! — be 
scarce  ! — broom  ! 

Prime.  Wouldn't  intrude  a  moment,  gentlemen, 
good  morning — order  my  carriage,  there,  John—- 
I'll just  take  an  ice,  and 'then  for  tho  Duke. 

lExit  P.  s. 

Jerry,  Tho  Duke  and  an  ice— cursed  fool — if 
these  are  the  London  tailors,  what  must  be  their 
customers  ? 

Log.  It's  the  blunt  that  docs  it — blunt  makes  the 
man,  Jerry. 

Jerry,  Blunt  !  I'm  at  fault  again. 

Tom.  Explain,  Bob — 

Log.  Blunt,  my  dear  boy,  is — in  short  what  is  it 
not  ?  It's  every  thing  now  o'days— to  be  able  to 
flash  the  screens — sport  the  rhino — show  the  need- 
ful—post the  pony— nap  the  rent— stump  the  pew- 
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ter — tip  the  brads— and  down  with  the  dust,  is  to 
be  at  once  good,  great,  handsome,  accomplished, 
and  everything  that's  desirable — money,  mouey.  is 
your  universal  good,— only  get  into  Tip  Street, 
Jerry. 

Tom.  Well,  come  let's  make  a  start  of  it — where 
shall  we  go  ?  No  matter.  I  commit  him  to  your 
care,  Bob— use  him  well,  remember  he  is  not  out  of 
pupil's  straits,  and  musn't  be  blown  up  at  point 
nonplus  yet. 

Jerry.  Why  on  London  points  I  confess  I  am 
miserably  ignorant.  But  for  anything  in  the 
country,  now — such  as  leaping  a  five-barred  gate, 
jumping  a  ditch,  trotting  my  pony  agaiust  any- 
thing alive,  wrestling,  cudgelling,  or  kissing  in  the 
ring,  depend  on  it,  Tom,  you'll  find  me — fly  ! 

Log.  He's  a  fine-spirited  youth,  and  will  soon 
make  a  tie  with  us — we'll  start  first  to  the  show 
shop  of  the  metropolis,  Hyde  Park  ! — promenade  it 
down  the  grand  strut,  take  a  ride  with  the  pinks  in 
Rotten  Row,  where  dukes  and  dealers  in  queer- 
heavy  plodders  and  operators — noblemen,  and 
yokels — barber's  clerks,  costard-mongers—swell 
coves,  and  rainbows,  all  jostle  one  another  ;  then 
we'll  have  a  stroll  through  Burlington  Arcade,  peep 
in  at  Tattersal's,  and  finish  as  fancy  leads  us. 

Tom.  Bravo !  Hyde  Park  !  Burlington  Arcade  ! 
nothing  can  be  better. 

Log.  No  ;  arcades  are  all  the  go  now. 

SONG. 

AIR.—"  Carnival  of  Venice." 

Bazaars  have  long  since  had  their  day, 

Are  common  grown  and  low  ; 
And  now,  at  powerful  Fashion's  sway, 

Arcades  are  all  the  go. 
Then  let's  to  Piccadilly  haste, 

And  wander  through  the  shade ; 
And  half  an  hour  of  pleasure  taste, 

In  Burlington  Arcade. 

'Tis  fashion's  lounge,  'tis  beauty's  bower, 

'Tis  art's  select  depot ; 
'TIs  fancy's  mart,  industry's  dower, 

'Tis  London's  raree  show. 
The  Opera  cannot  with  it  vie 

Despite  its  Colonade  .- 
Then  let's  to  Piccadilly  hie, 

To  Burlington  Arcade. 

[Exeunt  Omncs,  L. 

SCENE  V.— Burlington  Arcade. 
Enter  KATE,  SUE,  and  JANE.  L. 

Kate.  Believe  me,  my  dear  Sua,  nothing  could 
add  to  the  pleasure  this  visit  from  my  old  friend 
and  schoolfellow  gives  me,  but  the  motive  that  led 
to  it.  To  rescue  Mr.  Corinthian  from  the  vortex  of 
riot,  folly,  and  ruin,  into  which  he  is  plunging,  is 
the  most  earnest  wish  of  my  heart. 

Sue.  The  same  kind-hearted  girl,  as  ever. — This 
is  a  likely  spot  you  say,  to  meet  these  swains  of 
ours 

Kate.  It  is— all  the  fashionables  in  London  stroll 
through  here,  on  their  way  from  the  Parks,  Pall 
Mall,  and  Bond  Street;  besides,  Corinthian's  great 
friend,  Logic,  lives  in  the  Albany,  hard  by  here ; 
they'll  be  sure  to  call  upon  him  the  first  thin-'  en 
their  arrival. 

Sue.  They  can  scarcely  have  reached  Town  before 
us. 


Kate.  Well,  now  to  business — I  have  scribbled  an. 
anonymous  billet-doux,  daring  Tom,  and  your 
lover's  gallantry,  to  meet  two  unknown  inamoratas 
at  Almack's  to-night — this  it  must  be  Jane's  care 
to  deliver ;  when  they  appear,  she  can  easily  muffle 
up  her  face,  and  by  disappearing  the  moment  she 
has  given  it,  escape  recognition.  I  have  admissions  ; 
Tom,  I  know,  can  procure  them ;  at  Almack's,  my 
cousin,  the  honorable  Dick  Trifle,  shall  introduce 
us  as  his  sisters ;  there  appearing  to  them  with  all 
the  advantage  of  rank  and  dress,  we  cannot  fail  of 
awakening  their  slumbering  passion. — Then  leave 
the  rest  to  me. 

Sue.  But  will  they  not  find  us  out  ? 

Kate.  They  may  be  struck  with  the  resemblance 
at  first,  but  cannot  credit  the  truth,  under  such 
circumstances. — If  I  can  believe  my  eyes,  I  see 
them  yonder,  entering  the  Arcade.  Take  the  note, 
my  dear  Jane,  loiter  about,  watch  your  oppor- 
tunity, and  deliver  it  with  all  the  adroitness  of  a 
waiting  woman.  Now  then  for  love  and  victory  ! 

TRIO. 
AIR.— "  Military  Waltz,"  by  Mozart. 

Kate.  Ah,  could  I  but  once  fix  theo  mine,  love^ 
We'd  tenderly,  truly  entwine  love; 
Our  years  time  might  lengthen, 
Our  faith  he'd  but  strengthen, 
And  render  our  lives  here  divine,  love. 
Jane.      Then   courage    combined,    you'll   invincible 

prove. 
When  friendship  and  beauty  combine,  love  must 

yield. 
Omnes.     Wlicn  woman  takes  arms,  vict'ry  smiles  from 

above. 
And  still  crowns  the  fair,  who  wage  war  in  love's 

field. 
Jane.     With  virtue  our  guide,  joy  beams  frotoi  t?;> 

beginning. 
Omnes.     Then  haste  to  the  battle,  haste,  haste,   fo 

love's  field, 

Oh,  dear  is  that,  combat,  where  all  bliss  are  win- 
ning. 
And  they  noblest  conquer,  who  first  are  to  yield. 

[Exeunt  Kate  and  Sue.  n.  s.  K. 
Jane  conceals  herself. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  L. 

Tom.  Now,  my  dear  Jerry,  to  introduce  yoii  to 
another  scene  of  Life  in  London ; — you  have  taken 
a  ride  among  the  pinks  in  Rotten  Row,  have  dipped! 
into  the  Westminster  pit,  sported  your  blunt  with 
the  flue-fakers  and  gay  tyke  boys  on  the  pheno- 
menon monkey — seen  that  gamest  of  all  buffers, 
Rumpty-tum,  with  the  rats ;  and  now  you  can 
make  an  assignation  with  some  of  our  dashing 
straw-chippers  and  nob-thatchers  in  Burlington  Ar- 
cade.—This  is  the  very  walk  of  Cupid  and  here 

[Jane  slips  the  letter  into  his  hand,  and  runs  off,  R. 

Log.  I'm  down. 

Jerry.  I'm.  fly  ! — 

Tom.  I  say,  you  messenger  of  Cupid— hey,  why 
zounds,  she's  bolted ! 

Log.  You'll  give  chase,  Tom  ? 

Tom.  To  be  sure  I  will,  Bob. 

Jerry.  I  see  her,  clearing  the  corner  of  yonder 
street — I'm  not  at  fault  now. 

Tom.  Tip  us  the  view  hollo !  then,  Jerry. 

Jerry.  Yoicks  !  yoicks  ! 

Exeunt  Cmnes,  B. 
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SCENE    VI. — Tattersal's.— Grooms,    Jockeys,    I's- 
Yorkshire-Coves,  Blacklegs,  &c.,  discovered. 

SOLO  AND  CHORUS. 
AIR.—"  Gee  ho,  Dobbin." 

Grooms,  Jockies,  awl  Chaunters,  to  Tattersal's  bring, 
Your  lame  and  blind  spavin'd  prads  all  in  a  string. 
Knowing  ones,  that  have  no  legs  to  go  on,  may  scoff, 
Hv,i  we  I's  Yorkshire  coves  here  can  make  them  go  off. 
Gee  ho,  Dobbin  !  Gee  ho,  Dobbin  ! 
Gee  ho,  Dobbin  !  Gee  up,  and  gee  ho  ! 

Cope.  (Coming  down  front  of  stage).  Well,  Master 
Gull' em,  do  you  think  we  shall  get  the  flat-catcher 
oil  to-day  ? 

Grill.  As  sure  as  your  name  is  Simon  Cope,  only 
wait  till  the  flats  come — have  you  given  his  pedigree 
to  Tattersal  ? 

Cope.  Yes;  and  he's  promised  to  put  him  up 
first. 

Gul.  Mind,  you're  the  seller, — I'm  the  bidder — 
— hallo  !  here's  three  swells  coming  this  way— that 
one  in  the  middle,  looks  like  a  flat,  we  must  try  it 
on  upon  him. 

Cope.  Hush!  don't  let's  appear  to  know  one 
another. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  from,  behind. 

Tom.  Confound  the  little  gipsey,  she  has  fairly 
given  us  the  slip,  by  Jupiter — however,  the  assigna- 
tion must  be  attended  to. — Almack's  !  smacks  well. 
You  are  now  at  Tattersal's,  Jerry,  a  very  worthy 
fellow,  who  made  his  fortune  by  a  horse  called 
Highflyer. 

Jerry.  Hum!  and  if  one  may  judge  from  the 
splendour  and  extent  of  his  premises,  he  seems  to 
be  no  small  highflyer  himself. 

Tom.  You  are  right,  Jerry— I  shall  here  buy  a 
bit  of  cavalry — that  is  a  prad,  on  your  judgment. 

Jerry.  You'll  not  find  me  at  fault  here,  depend 
on't. 

Tom.  What  you're  up,  eh  ? 

Jerry.  Yes,  quite  fly,  depend  on't. 

Gul.  I  beg  pardon,  gemmen — want  to  buy  a 
prad  ?  here's  one  a  gentleman  wants  to  sell — you 
can't  have  a  better,  Sir  ;  here,  you  Bob,  bring  him 
out.  (Ostler  brings  on  horse,  R.)  There's  action 
for  yon— there's  one  to  tip  'em  the  go-bye  at  a  mill, 
— there's  earth-stoppers— quiet  to  drive,  quiet  in 
harness,  trots  fifteen  miles  in  less  than  an  hour. 

Tom.  Ah,  with  his  legs  tied. 

Gul.  Warranted  sound— he  would  be  cheap  at  a 
hundred,  and  I  shouldn't  wonder  if  he  was  to  go 
for  thirty. 

Jerry.  Ah,  thirty  pence — two-and-six-pence, — I 
wouldn't  have  him  at  a  gift. 

Log.  He  may  be  a  good  one  to  go — but  he's  a  rum 
one  to  look  at— one  of  my  Lord  Cagmag's  sort,  he 
always  drives  two  puffers,  a  stnmbler,  and  a 
blinker. 

Gul.  (To  Cope).  These  chaps  are  awake  ;  it  won't 
suit. 

Cope.  Never  mind,  we  shall  meet  a  flat  presently. 

Tat.  (Who  has  ncnv  mounted  the  rostrum).  Now, 
gentlemen,  we'll  proceed  to  business.  The  first 
article  I  have  to  offer  to  your  notice  is  that  prime 
Yorkshire  stallion  Bite— he  was  got  by  Blackleg 
out  of  Greenhorn — what  shall  I  say,  gentlemen, 
for  this  beautiful  and  most  serviceable  animal  ?— 
he  is  rising  five,  next  grass — warranted  sound- 
perfect  in  all  his  paces. 

Tom.  Nine  psnce. 


Tat.  Oh,  Sir!  (To  Jerry).  What  do  you  say, 
Sir? 

Jerry.  Why,  if  you'll  put  his  other  eye  in,  I'll 
give  yon  three  halfpence  a  pound  for  him. 

Log.  Let's  be  off,  Tom— Come,  Jerry. 

[.E.ut  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic,  L. 

Tat.  Come,  gentlemen,  will  nobody  be  a 
bidder  ? 

Enter  JEMMY  GREEN,  .from  c.  F. 

Green.  Yes,  I'll  bid— I'll  bid.  Mr.  Green  from 
the  City.  I  wants  an  'orse,  and  I  like  the  looks  of 
that  'ere  hanimal  amazingly,  and  I'm  no  bad  judge, 
I  tell  you  that. 

Grill.  Here's  a  customer,  by  jingo.  It's  booked. 
Mr.  Green's  the  purchaser.  (Aside)  That's  a 
famous  horse,  that  there,  Sir— I  mean  to  have  him 
at  any  price. 

Green.  I  don't  know  that,  Mister. 

Gul.  I  must  clench  it  at  onse — fifteen  pounds  for 
that  'ere  horse. 

Green.  Twenty  pounds,  Mr.  Hauctioneer. 

Cope.  Beg  pardon,  Sir,  but  you  can't  have  a 
better  horse,  and  he's  cheap  at  fifty. 

Green.  I  am  wery  much  obliged  to  you  for  your 
adwice— but  I  happens  to  know  what  an  'orse*  is— 
I'm  not  a  hass !  I'll  have  him,  but  I  shan't  go 
further  nor  forty. 

Gul.  Five  and  twenty  pounds. 

Green.  Thirty. 

Tat.  Thirty  pounds ;  any  advance  upon  thirty 
pounds  ? 

Green .  Yes,  five  more. 

Tat.  Thaukye,  Sir  ;  thirty-five. 

Gul.  Thirty-six,  my  regular. 

Green.  Thirty-seven,  my  regular. 

(Trying  to  imitate  him.) 

Gail.  Thirty-nine. 

Green.  Thirty-nine,  for  me  too. 

Tat.  It's  against  you,  Mr.  Green. 

Green.  Against  me  is  it  r*  vy  I  bid  as  much  as  him. 
—Veil,  forty ! 

Tat.  For  forty  pounds,  have  you  all  done  at 
forty  ?  last  time  at  forty — forty — going  for  forty  ! 
going — going — gone !  Mr.  Green,  he's  yours. 

Green.  I've  bought  him  ! 

Tat.  You  have  indeed,  Sir  ! 

Green.  Here's  your  money,  Sir— Mr.  Green,  from 
Tooley  Street — you'll  find  two  twenties  !  and  I'm 
wery  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  serwility. 

Cope.  You  don't  want  a  civil  honest  lad  to  lead 
him  home  for  your  honour,  do  you,  Sir  ? 

Green.  No,  thank'ye,  I'm  not  going  to  trust  an 
hanimal  like  that  with  nobody  but  myself.  Can 
nobody  have  the  goodness  to  lend  me  a  bit  of  rope, 
to  get  him  along  vith  ? 

Cope.  No,  we've  got  you  in  a  line,  and  that's 
quite  enough.  (Aside).  You  bought  him  too  cheap 
to  have  rope  with  him,  Sir  ;  but  here's  a  hay-band, 
that  will  do  perhaps. 

Green.  An  ay -band —oh,  ah  ;  an  ay -band  will  do 
very  well, — do  you  think  I  can  get  him  as  far  as 
Tooley  Street,  vith  this  V 

Cope.  Oh,  yes,  Sir,  he's  as  quiet  as  a  lamb,  and  a 
famous  hunter. 

Green.  An  unter  !  I've  taken  'em  all  in ;  I've 
bought  an  unter  !  (Aside. ) 

Cope.  Ah,  and  nothing  but  a  good  one  neither — 
such  a  one  to  clear  a  gate. 

Green.  Vot  ?  clear  a  gate !  vy,  then,  I  sha'u't 
have  to  pay  uo  turnpikes !— How  pleased  they'll  be 
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in  Tooley  Street,  when  I  tell's  my  pa  I've  bought 
au  unter ! 

Gul.  We'll  get  something  more  out  of  him  yet. 
(Aside  to  Cope.)  So  you  think  you  have  bought  that 
'ere  horse,  do  you  Mister  ?— Now,  I  say,  I've 
bought  him.  (To  Green.) 

Green.  You  bought  him  ?  that's  a  good  un  !  but 
I'm  not  to  be  taken  in  in  this  here  manner!— if 
you  bought  him,  I  paid  for  him,  that's  all  I  knows. 

Gul.  I  say  I  bought  him,  and  the  horse  is  mine. 

Green.  I  say  as  how  you  are  a  wery  unpurlite 
gentleman. 

Cope.  (Coming  between  them.)  Oh,  gentlemen,  I'm 
sorry  to  see  you  quarrel. — (To  Gull'em.) — Let  me 
speak  to  the  gentlemen,  and  I'll  convince  him.— 
(To  Green.)— Sir,  if  you'll  give  me  a  one  pound  note, 
I'll  swear  you  bought  him,  and  that  the  horse  is 
yours.  (Aside.) 

Green.  Sir,  I'm  wery  much  obliged  to  yon,  you're 
werry  purlite ;  and  as  I  don't  mind  a  von  pound 
note,  and  vishes  to  'ave  that  'ere  hauimal  all  to 
myself,  vy,  there's  the  money. 

Cope.  (Aside.)  I've  done  him.  (To  Gutt'em.)  Oh, 
the  horse  belongs  to  this  gentleman,— I  saw  him 
pay  for  it. 

Green.  To  be  sure  he  did, 

Gul.  Oh,  if  you  paid  for  him  you  certainly 
bought  him. 

Green.  Certainly  ;  I'm  glad  it's  all  settled :  I 
think  as  how  I  may  as  veil  ride  him  home.  Vill 
you  please  to  assist  me  to  mount? — (Gull'em  puts 
liim  with  his  face  to  the  horse's  tail.) 

Green.  Holloa !  vy  the  horse's  head's  behind. 
Turn  him  round,  if  yon  please,  young  man.  Come, 
no  tricks, — (They  turn  the  horse  round.)—  Vy,  the 
horse's  head  is  behind  yet. — (Green  jumps  off  his 
back.)— I  see  you're  going  it,  but  I'm  not  to  be  had 
— I'm  a  knowing  von !  I  shall  lead  him  home  my- 
self.— Good  morning,  gentlemen,  I  thank  you  for 
all  your  serwilities. 

Oi unes.  Ha !  ha !  ha  ! 

[Exit  Green,  with  horse,  L.  s.  E.  followed^  by  Oinnes. 
SCENE  VIL— Hyde  Park  Corner. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC.  K. 

Tom.  Ha !  ha !  ha !  was  there  ever  such  a  flat 
as  that  Mr.  Green  ? — we  can  buy  no  prad  to-day, 
Jerry  ;  we  must  go  when  some  gentleman's  stud 
is  selling ;  and  while  the  dealers  are  running 
down  the  cattle,  we  can  get  a  prime  good  one  for  a 
song.  But  now  for  Almack's — the  highest  Life 
in  London !  and  see  what  game  Cupid  has  sprung 
up  for  us  in  that  quarter. 

Jerry.  I  long  to  be  there, — let's  hasten  to  dress 
at  once. 

Log.  Aye  ;  call  a  rattler. 

Jerry.  A  rattler !  I'm  at  fault  again. 

Log.  A  rattler  is  a  rumbler,  otherwise  a  jarvy ! 
better  known  perhaps  by  the  name  of  a  hack; 
handy  enough  in  a  wet  day,  or  a  hurry, 

Jerry.  A  hack  !  If  its  the  thing  we  rattled  over 
the  stones  in  to-day,  It  might  more  properly  be 
called  a  bone-setter. 

Tom.  Or  bone-breaker.— But  if  you  dislike  going 
in  a  hack,  we'll  get  you  a  mab. 

Jerry.  A  mab!  I'm  at  fault  again— never  shall 
get  properly  broken  in. 

Tom.  A  mab  is  a  jingling  jarvy!— a  cabriolet, 
Jerry. — But  we  must  mind  our  flash  doesn't  peep 
out  at  Almack's.  'Tis  classic  ground  there  ;  the 


rallying  spot  of  all  the  rank,  wealth,  and  beauty  in 
the  metropolis  ;  the  very  atmosphere  of  it  is — 

Jerry.  Rather  different  to  that  of  Rum-ti-tum 
and  the  rats.  I  should  imagine. 

Tom.  A  shade  or  two  ! — we  must  be  on  our  P's 
and  Q,s  there — forget  the  Phenomenon  and  tho 
Fancy.  If  you  find  me  tripping,  Jerry,  whisper 
Lethe  to  bury  it  in  oblivion ;  and,  if  necessary,  I'll 
do  the  same  kind  office  for  you. 

[Exit  Tom.  L. 

Jerry.  Ten  thousand  thanks  ! 

Log.  Come  along,  then.    Now,  Jerry,  chivey  ! 

Jerry.  Chivey? 

Log.  Mizzle? 

Jerry  Mizzle? 

Log.  Tip  your  rags  a  gallop  ! 

Jerry.  Tip  my  rags  a  gallop  ? 

Log.  Walk  your  trotters! 

Jerry.  Walk  my  trotters  ? 

Log.  Bolt! 

Jerry.  Bolt  ?  oh,  aye  !    I'm  Sy  now.     You  mean 


SONG.—  LOGIC. 
AIR.  —  "  Sure  such  a  day  .'" 

Eini,  Jerry,  run,  all  London  are  quadrilling  it, 

Jerry,  Tom,  and  Logic  must  not  be  behind; 
Come,  Jerry,  come,  now  for  toeing  it  and  heeling  ttr 
"La  Poule"  et  la  Finale"  —  soon  we'll  partners 

find. 

King  Almack,  with  his  Star  and  Garter  coterie, 
To-night  does  invite,  come,  we  each  must  be  a  votary. 
No  time  to  waste,  then  haste,  Willis  strict  is,  we  must 

nick  it  ; 

Not  even  a  Field  Marshal  can  get  in  without  a  ticket. 
Ran,  Jerry,  £c. 


Enter  KATE,    SUE,  and  JANE,    escorted  by   the' 
Honourable  DICK  TRIFLE,  R. 

Trifle.  This  way,  my  de-a-ar  creatures  ;  only  name 
your  wishes,  and  you'll  find  me  all  devotion,  paik 
hanonr. 

.Kate.  There  will  be  some  gentlemen  at  Almack's 
soon,  my  dear  Trifle,  to  whom  yon  must  intro- 
duce us;  on  which  occasion,  we  shall  wish  ta 
borrow  your  name. 

Trifle.  Eh  !  lend  you  my  name  ?  a  mere  trifle  ; 
don't  blush  ;  I  do  it  every  day  to  both  male  and 
female.  A  great  many  ladies  are  in  the  habit  of 
taking  my  name.  There  are  a  vast  number  ol 
Mrs.  Trifles  upon  town,  pan  hanon\\ 

Kate.  We  must  be  the  Miss  Trifles. 

Su«.  I  declare,  my  dear  Kate,  the  very  appre- 
hension of  overstepping  the  bounds  of  decorum  in 
this  affair  makes  me  blush  to  the  very  fingers' 
ends. 

Kate.  Don't  let  sensibility  overcome  you,  my 
dear  Sue  ;  rely  on  my  prudence  and  experience  in 
this  affair.  You  shall  understand  all  about  it  soonv, 
my  dear  Trifle. 

Trifle.  Oh,  yon  needn't  trouble  me  with  a^y- 
understanding  ;  I  never  refuse  a  woman  anythinj.% 
pan.  ?ianour. 

[Exit  with  Kate  and  Sue,  L. 

Jane.  I  long  for  the  time  ;  how  tedious  are  the 
hours  of  suspense  —  years  of  certainty  are  moments 
to  them, 
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SONG.— JANE. 
AIR.— "Di  Tanti  Palpiti." 


Love  with  doubt  no  joy  can  give, 
'  Doubt  hath  still  destroying  power ; 
Love  with  hope  will  ages  live, 
But  not  with  doubt  an  hour. 

When  jealous  fears  fill  hearts  that  hearts  adore, 
Farewell  each  fond  thrill,  love  throbs  no  more ; 
Passion  will  passion  kill,  joy's  reign  is  o'er. 
Then  hoping,  yet  fearing,  dark  shadows  appearing, 
O'et-clouding,    and   shrouding,    comes   sighing,   and 
dying. 

Love  with  doubt  no  joy  can  give,- 

Doubt  hath  still  destroying  power ; 
Love  with  hope  will  ages  live, 
But  not  with  doubt  an  hour. 
Doubt  reigning  !  our  madness 
But  yields  us  to  sadness; 
It  still  its  canker  throws 
To  blight  affection's  rose  ; 
And,  oh !  worst  curse  of  fate, 
Turns  all  our  love  to  hate. 

[Exit,  L. 

SCENE  VIII.—  -4l?nac7c's  brilliantly  illuminated— 
Duchess  of  Diamonds,  Countess  Conversatione, 
Princess  Plumanto,  Lady  Eastend,  Baron  Rufus, 
Sir  Tilbury  Unit,  and  Company  discovered. 

Enter  KATE,  SUE,  JANE,  and  TRIFLE,  c.  p. 

Sue.  I  do  not  see  them,  yet. 
Kate.    I  can  depend  upon  Corinthian;    and  I 
think  yon  may  upon  yonr  lover.    In  the  meantime, 
let  us  have  a  minnet  to  dissipate  our  ennui. 

Enter  GREEN,  L.  s.  E.,  in  ball  dress. 

Green.  (Coming  forward.)  Aye,  aye,  a  minivit 
to  dissipate  onr  013  vee,  by  all  means. 

Sue.  As  I  live,  Trifle,  here  is  that  Mr.  Green,  to 
whom  yon  introduced  ns. 

Trifle.  Aye,  aye,  from  the  City.  We  find  these 
City  folks  — these  Greens  —  excessively  useful  in 
money  matters,  pan  Twmour.  How  are  yon,  my 
dear  fa-el-low  ? 

Sue.  Yonr  servant,  Mr.  Green. 

Green.  Ladies,  your  most  dewoted.  Mr.  Trifle,  your 
humble — Oh,  this  is  the  master  of  the  ceremonies, 
aud  those  are  the  two  that's  to  dance  the  gavotte. 
Yes,  that's  Willis— yermitty  moy. 

(Takes  Kate  and  Sue's  arms.) 

Kate.  Eh,  bless  me,  Mr.  Green,  what  is  the 
matter  ?  Why,  you  seem  quite  out  of  spirits ;  I 
hope  nothing  has  happened  to  Mrs.  Green  or  any 
of  the  little  Greens. 

Green.  Oh,  no,  nothing ;  but  you  labour  nnder  a 
mistake  quite  entirely ;  there  is  no  Mrs.  Green— 
I  am  not  an  'appy  man  yet !  There  are  no  little 
Greens  neither — no  young  sprouts,  I  assure  yon. 
No,  I'm  out  of  spirits  because  I  have  been  dished 
and  doodled  out  of  forty  pounds  to-day ;  I  have 
been  taken  in  by  the  purchase  of  an  'orse  at  Tatter- 
pal's. — It  was  a  wcry  fine  looking  haiiiinal  and  be- 
fore I  got  him  home,  the  cursed  creature  went  upon 
three  legs — Dragg'd  the  other  behind  him,  like  a 
pendulum. 

Kate.  My  dear  Mr.  Green,  will  you  join  in  a 
dance  ? 

Green.  Oh,  dear  no — I  couldn't  think  of  such  a 
thing — I  never  danced  but  once,  and  then  I  was  so 


excruciated  with  termidity  that  I  tripped  up  my 
partner,  lost  one  of  my  shoes,  and  diskivered  an 
clo  m  my  stocking. 

Kate.  Oh,  horrid,  how  could  you  support  the 
shock  ?  But  here  is  a  lady  who  is  absolutely  pining 
for  the  honour  of  your  hand. 

Green.  Veil,  if  she'll  instruct  me  when  I'm  out  I 
don't  mind  making  one  in  a  quod-reel. 

Sue.  That's  well  said— hey,  here  they  are,  now 
my  dear  Trine.  (They  retire  upstage. ) 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  full  dressed,  L. 

Tom.  At  length,  my  dear  Jerry,  we  are  at  Al- 
mack's,  though  egad  I  began  to  think  we  should  be 
too  late. 

Jerry.  This  indeed  is  a  splendid  view  of  Life  in 
London. 

Tom.  It  is  ;  the  tip-top !  set  off  to  the  best  ad- 
vantage,  by  the  best  dresses,  finished  by  the  best  be- 
haviour. (Trifle  quizzes  through  glass  up  stage.) 

Log.  Yes,  witness  that  puppy,  staring  us  out  of 
countenance  with  his  quizzing  glass  yonder — why 
don't  he  wear  green  specs,  as  I  do,  if  his  ogles  are 
queer. 

Tom.  LETHE  i  LETHE  !  my  dear  Bob— yon  for- 
get where  you  are. 

Jerry.  The  half-and-half  coves  are  somewhat  dif- 
ferent from  the  swaddies,  and  gay  tyke  boys,  at  the 
dog  pit— Eh,  Tom  ? 

Tom.  Lethe !  Lethe ;  my  dear  Jerry— mum ! 

Trifle.  (Aside,  advancing.)  My  dear  fa-el-low,  yon 
really  must  excuse  my  interrupting  yon — but  what 
can  you  possibly  have  been  preaching  to  your  friend 
from  the  country  so  long — here  are  three  lovely 
girls  waiting  to  be  introduced  to  you— relations  of 
mine,  the  Honourable  Miss  Trifles' — we  must  make 
up  a  quadrille. 

Tom.  Three  girls,  Jerry  !— Do  you  hear  that  ? 

Jerry.  I'm  up 

Trifle.  I'm  not  equal  to  the  fatigue  of  an  intro- 
duction myself, — but  my  friend  Green  from  the 
City  here,  will  oblige  me  by  taking  the  trouble  off 
my  hands. 

Green.  With  the  greatest  of  pleasure — the  Honour- 
Miss  Trifle— Mr.  Corinthian.— The  Honourable  Miss 
S.  Trifle— Mr.  Hawthorn.— the  Honourable  Miss  J. 
Trifle— Doctor  Logic. 

Ceremony  of   introduction  takes  place,  KATE,  to 
TOM,  SUE  to   JERRY,  and  JANE  to   LOGIC. — 

Tom  behaving  with  the  most  polished  non- 
chalence ;  Jerry  with  country  gallantry  ;  and  Logic 
with  smirking  confidence. 

Jerry.  What  divinities  !  but  I  say,  Tom,  this  girl 
is  as  like  my  Sue,  as— yet  it  can't  be. 

Tom.  And  this  one  is  as  like  my  Kate  as  one  pea 
is  like  another — I  could  have  betted  every  rap — six 
quid  to  four 

Jerry.  Lethe,  Tom,— Lethe,— L-E-T-H-E. 

(Spelling  it.) 

Tom  The  retort  courteous — I  own  it. 

Green.  Excuse  my  hinterfering,  my  dear  fellcws, 
but  ve're  just  going  to  make  up  a  quodreel,  and 
vant  you  to  join  ns. 

Tom.  Ah !  ha  !  a  quadrille  by  all  means — you'll 
dance,  Jerry  ; 

Jerry.  I  know  nothing  about  quadrilles,  Tom— 
but  the  deuce  is  in  it  if  I  can't  cut  as  good  a  figure 
as  Green,  so  I  don't  care  if  I  do  kick  up  my  heels  a 
bit. 

Green.  Aye,  a  dance,  a  dance. 

(G-reen comes  down  stage.) 
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SONG.-JANE. 
AIR. — Quadrille  "La  Finale." 

Now  for  quadrilling,  toeing  and  heeling ; 

Every  one  to  his  place  repair. 
Each  with  his  lady,  anxious  and  ready ; 

Hey  for  the  merry  Finale  there. 
Cross  hands,  Ladies,  Beaux  are  burning, 

Balancez  !  your  partner  turning, 
Chaine-en-dames ;  all  coldness  spurning, 

Then  with  your  fair  advance  with  care, 

Now  for  quadrilling,  &c. 

Quadrille  "  la  Dorset." 

Lovers  still  like  the  favouring  dance, 

For  loudly  while  the  music  plays, 
They  their  fond  passion  can  advance, 

In  all  love's  thousand  serpent  ways. 
Occupied  every  watchful  eye, 

That  on  their  pass-ion  cold  might  frown  ; 
They  in  full  liberty  can  sigh, 

Till  answering  sighs  their  passion  crown 
Then,  oh,  how  sweet,  when  palm  to  palm. 

Warmly  pressing,  love  expressing  ; 
Forms  entwining,  looks  divining, 

All  beauty  only  dares  but  guess. 
Lovers,  &c. 

During  the  singing  of  these  Airs  by  JANE,  Comic 
Quadrilles — in  the  course  of  which  GREEN  runs 
against  Baron  Rufus,  and  severely  contuses  his 
forehead  by  the  concussion — the  Baron  faints,  but 
is  brought  to  by  the  sal  volatile  O/LADT  EASTEND 
— JERRY  in  kicking  up  behind,  afterwards  throws 
down  GREEN,  and  puts  the  whole  in  confusion. 

After  Dance,  JERRY  advances  with  SUE. 

Jerry.  Sweet  girl !  may  I  be  permitted  to  hope 
that  the  partnership  of  this  evening  may  lead  to 
one  for  life  ? 

Sue.  Ah !  Sir,  a  dance  affords  yon  gallant  gentle- 
men worlds  of  latitude  for  flattery  and  deceit. 

Jerry.  Nay,  I  ain  sincere,  by  heaven  ! 

Sue.  Come,  Sir,  they  are  about  to  waltz,  and  if 
yon  wouldn't  have  my  head  as  giddy  as  yon  seem  to 
think  my  heart  is,  yon  will  conduct  me  to  a  seat. 

Jerry.  With  rapture  !  This  is,  indeed,  Life  in 
London.  (Aside.) 

(Waltzing  commences;  the  principal  dancing  lady 
brings  TRIFLE  or  GREEN  forward,  waltzing  to  an 
adaptation  of  Rossini's  "  Di  tanti  palpiti.") 

GRAND    F  I  N  A  L  E.— (Omnes.) 

SOLO. — TRIFLE  or  GREEN. 

AIR.—"  Merrily  Oh." 

Never  talk  to  me  of  waltzing,  it 

Giddily,  0!  Giddily,  0! 
'Tis  a  dance  has  many  faults  in  it 

Giddily,  0  !  Giddily,  0 ! 
First  it  strains  our  stays  in  a  thousand  ways, 

Whiskers  much  amaze,  till  your  collar  strays. 
And  you  make  a  thousand  halts  in  it, 
Giddily,  01  Giddily,  01 

JANE  to  LOGIC. 
AIR.—"  Hungarian  Waltz." 
Ah,  should  I  believe  you,  too  soon  I  might  rue  it. 
For  blue  you  might  look  through  your  spectacles 

green, 

Turn  fickle  and  false,  and  add  jealousy  to  it, 
A  poor  green-eyed  monster— ah,  think  what  a  scene. 


KATE  to  TOM. 
AIR. — "  Lieber  Augustine." 

Yes,  I  believe  you  will  prove  faithful-hearted ; 

And   still   on    our   quadrille    thinfc   long    hours 

through  ; 
.But  should  you  prove  untrue,  when  we  have  parted, 

I'll  die  a:  torn  flowers  do,  still  true  to  you. 

SUE  to  JERRY. 
AIR.—"  Copenhagen  Waltz." 

Let  me  first  havefriendshhip,  first  love  is  a  folly ; 

And  friendship,  when  worthy,   may   warm   into 

love ; 
The  love  that  joins  friendship,  is  fervent  and  holy, 

And  jit  to  be  felt  by  the  angels  above. 

(All  these  Tunes  harmonize  together — the  whole  <if 
the  Parties  filling  the  front,  of  the,  stage,  and  sing- 
ing the  different  Airs  at  the  same  time.} 

CODA,  OMNES.— Original  Air. 

How  bless'd  the  night  has  passed; 

Ah  I  could  such  wights  of  bliss  for  ever  last 

Sight  of  joy  !  everywhere. 

Beam  sweet  smiles  devoid  of  care. 

Ah,  how  sweet,  how  dear  to  trace, 

Pleasure's  looks  tn  every  face ; 

Oh  1  how  to  love  it  leads  the  heart ; 

Oh,  such  nights— such  delights — 

As  these  can  never  tire  ; 

They  raptures,  extacy,  impart ; 

Endless  transports  they  inspire, 

Till  the  soul  is  sweetly  undone  ! — 

This  is  Life — this  is  Life  in  London ! 

(During  this,  the  Company  waltz  at  back  ;  and  the 
Characters  sing  and  waltz  in  front  till  curtain 
falls  on  Grand  Tableau.) 

END   OF   ACT  I. 


ACT.    II. 

SCENE  I.— Tom  Cribb's  parlour.— Swell  coves, 
Millers,  &c.,  drinking  and  blowing  their  clouds; 
Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic  among  them-. — Cribb  in  the 
chair. 

CHORUS.— (Omnes.) 

AIR. — "  Oh,  who  has  not  heard  of  a  Jolly   Young 
Waterman." 

Oh,    who    has   not    heard   of  our    gallant    black 

diamond, 
Who  once  down  at  Hungerford  us' d  for  to  ply  ? 

His  mawleys  he  us'd  with  such  skill  and  dexterity, 
Winning  each  mill,  and  making  each  miller  fly  ! 
He  fibb'd  so  neat — he  stopped  so  stfrrdily  ; 
He  hit  so  strait — he  floored  so  readily. 
In  every  game  'twas  the  Cribb  won  it  fair  • 
He's    Champion   of  England,  and   now  fills  the 
chair. 

Cribb.  Thank'ye,  gentleman,  thank'yc — but  as  I 
see  by  our  sporting  oracle,  "The  Dispatch," 
there's  a  mill  on  foot — I'll  give  you,  "May  the  best 
man  win." 

(All  drink.)  May  the  best  man  win. 

Green.  May  the  best  man  vin. 

.Log.    With  all  my  heart ;   but,  zounds !    we've 
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almost  bnzz'd  the  bowl.  Let's  have  another,  and 
dy'e  hear,  Toin,  serve  it  up  in  your  prize  cap ; 
Jerry  hasn't  seen  it,  and  we  mnstn't  oinit  that. 

Cribb.  With  all  my  heart,  doctor  ;  bnt  yon  innst 
stand  a  bottle  to  see  the  cnp. 

Log.  Yes,  yes,  I'll  stand  a  bottle  to  christen  the 
cnp. 

Jerry.  Aye,  aye  ;  I'll  stand  a  bottle,  Torn. 

Tom.  Ditto  for  me. 

Green.  Yes,  and  I'll  stand  a  bottle  of  ditto,  too. 

Jerry.  This  may,  indeed,  be  .called  the  very 
Temple  of  the  Fancy. 

Log.  Yes,  and  here  are  some  of  the  finest  fancy 
sketches  in  the  kingdom. 

Tom.  Well,  Jerry,  after  onr  last  night's  divertise- 
meiit  at  Almack's,  the  set-to  I  gave  yon  this  morn- 
m,_r  at  the  great  Commissary-General  Jackson's 
i  o  ".us  cannot  be  better  followed  np  than  by  a  turn 
iu  the  sporting  parlour  of  honest  Tom  Cribb. 

Cnlli  Thauk'ye,  Mr.  Corinthian ;  I'll  always  do 
my  best  to  satisfy  yon  in  any  way. 

Tom.  There  is  one  way,  Tom,  in  which  yon  would 
rery  soon  satisfy  ns. 

Jerry.  Yes,  and  I'm  thinking  not  a  little  to  onr 
dissatisfaction.  I  am  of  opinion  that  every  gentle- 
•naan  should  practice  the  art  of  self-defence,  if  it 
were  only  to  protect  him  from  the  insults  of  vulgar 
ignorance ;  though  I  by  no  means  set  myself  np  as 
;t  champion  for  boxing. 

Log.  No,  for  if  you  did  we've  a  champion  here 
who  would  set  you  down.  We'll  drink  his  health, 
and  may  he  ever  prove  as  snccesful  as  when  he 
fioor'd  the  black  miller  at  Thistleton  Gap. 

(All  drink.) 

Tom.  Tom,  your  health.  (Cribb  rises J  Silenco 
for  Tom's  speech— doff  your  castor,  Tom — that's 
the  time  of  day. 

Cribb.  Gentlemen,  my  humble  duty  to  yon. 
Here's  all  your  healths,  and  your  families.  Bless 
yonr  sonl,  I  can  claim  no  merit  for  what  I've  done  ; 
lighting  came  naturally  like,  and  thinking  others 
laight  be  as  fond  of  it  as  myself,  why,  I  always  gave 
them  a  bellyful. 

Tom.  Bravo,  Tom,  an  excellent  speech — Cicero 
never  spoke  better. 

Log.  No,  nor  anything  like  it. 

Tom.  Oh,  here  conies  the  cnp.     Look  out,  Jerry. 

Enter  WAITER,  with  tlie  Champion's  Cup,  L. 

Come,  Tom— I  pledge  yon. 

(Cribb  drinks;  the  cup  is  passed.) 

Jerry.  Well,  this  is  the  pleasantest  way  of  cup- 
ping a  man  I  ever  heard  of — bnt  come,  Bob,  give  ns 
•  a  song. 

Log.  With  all  my  heart,  only  let  me  sluice  my 
Tvhistle  first. 

SONG.— LOGIC. 
AIR.—"  Such  a  Beauty  I  did  grow." 

Oh,  when  I  was  a  little  boy, 

Some  thirty  years  ago; 
Iprov'd  such  an  anointed  one, 

They  made  me  quite  a  show. 
CHORUS. — Such  a  knowing  one  I  did  grov. 

At  tea  I  stole  the  sugar, 

And  I  slyly  pinched  the  girls  ; 
I  roasted  mammy's  parrot, 

Shod  the  cat  in  walnut  shells. 

Such  a  knowing,  &c. 


At  school  I  play'  d  the  truant, 
And  would  robbing  orchards  go  ; 

I  buri'el  my  master's  cane  and  rod, 
Aiid  tore  the  fools'  -cap,  too. 

Such  a  knowing,  &c. 

As  I  learnt  nought  but  mischief  there, 

To  College  I  was  sent, 
Where  I  learnd'd  to  game  and  swear, 

On  fun  and  frolic  bent. 

Such  a  knowing,  Ac. 

In  town  I  mill'  d  the  Charlies, 

Aim'd  at  all  within  the  ring  ; 
Became  one  of  the  fancy, 
And  was  up  to  everything. 

Such  a  knowing,  <tc. 

Jerry.  Bravo!—  bnt,  zounds!  Tom,  Tom!  what 
are  yon  musing  so  profonndedly  about  ? 

Tarn.  I  was  thinking  about  the  women,  Jerry  ; 
those  enchanting  girls  we  danced  with  at  Almack's 
—could  they  be  the  incognitas  that  challenged  ns 
thither  ?  There  is  some  secret  charm  about  those 
girls  that  hasn't  allowed  me  to  rest  all  night. 

Jerry.  Well,  and  do  you  know,  Tom,  to  tell  yon 
the  truth,  I  haven't  been  a  whit  better  than  your- 
self. 

Tom.  I've  observed  it  —  you  feel  it  all  about  the 
left  side. 

Jerry.  Yes,  all  about  the  core. 

Tom.  But,  I  say,  only  see  how  confoundedly  the 

dustman's  getting  hold  of  Logic,  —  we'll  funk  him. 

(Tom  and  Jerry  smoke  Logic.) 

Log.  Oh,  ha7ig  your  cigars,  I  don't  like  it  ;  let's 
have  no  funking. 

Tom.  Well,  come,  come,  rouse  up  ;  don't  !,<• 
crusty,  Bob--  let's  start  on  some  spree  ;  no  donbt 
we  shall  spring  a  lark  somewhere.  (Battles  heard, 
p.  s.)  There's  one  !  go  it,  Jerry  !—  Come,  Green. 

Log.  Aye,  come,  Jerry,  there's  the  Charlies' 
fiddles  going. 

Jerry.  Charlies'  fiddles  ?—  I'm  not  fly,  Doctor. 

Log.  Rattles,  Jerry,  rattles  !  you're  fly  now,  I 
sco.  Come  along,  Tom  !  Go  it,  Jerry  ! 

GLEE.—  (Omnes.) 
AIR.—  "  Hark  the  Lark." 

Hark!  hark!  the  lark  it  now  begins, 

And  Charlies  join  the  row  ; 
And  prigs  and  pals  are  on  their  pins, 

As  soon  the  ftnts  will  know  ; 
Ami  ii-nlkin<j  lady-birds  yiock  round, 

Nor  fear  to  gain  black  eyes  ; 
Soon  one  is  floor'd  upon  the  ground, 

White  loud  herFlashman  cries, 

Ari*.'  my  lady-bird,  arise  ! 

[Exeunt  Cmnec,  L. 


.  -The  Ciiy  side  of  Temple  Bar,  by  Moon- 
light. Watchbox—  Watchmen  crying  the  hour  at 
differentpwrU  of  the  stage. 

Enter  drunken  BUCK.  R. 

Buck.  Steady  !  steady!  —  now  where  shall  I  go  ? 
—I  think  I'll  go  strait  home.  (Reels.)  No,  I  won't  ! 
I'll  go  where  I  think  proper  —  I'll  go  out  again-  - 
I'll  go  -where  I  like. 

[Exit  L. 
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Enter   GAS-LIGHT  MAN,  R.  s.  E.,  who  lights  th 
Lamp. 

SONG.— GAS. 
AlR. — "  I'm  Jolly  Dick  the  Lamplighter." 

I'm  saucy  Jack,  the  gas-light  man, 

I  put  the  prigs  to  rout; 
For  where  I  light  do  all  they  can, 

They're  sure  to  be  found  out. 
Your  beaks  and  traps  are  fools  to  me, 

For  in  the  darkest  night; 
'Tis  I  that  lets  the  people  see, 

And  bring  their  tricks  to  light. 

[Exit,  L. 

Enter  O'BOOZLE,  R.  s.  E.-CHAUNT. 
AIR. — "Author's  Melody." 

Past  twelve  o'clock— and  a  moon-light  night ! 
Past  twelve  o'clock — and  the  stars  shine  bright ! 
Past  twelve  o'clock — your  doors  are  all  fast  like  you  ! 
Past  twelve  o'clock — and  I'll  soon  be  fast  too  ! 

Re-enter  BUCK.  L. 

Suck.  Past  two  did  yon  say,  Watchey  ?  didn't 
think  it  liad  been  half  so  late — I  think  it's  time  for 
me  to  go  home  to  bed. 

O'Booz.  Why,  yes,  I  thinks  as  how  it  is,  Sir— 
yon've  been  taking-  a  little  too  much  refreshment— 
steady  '.  steady  !  hold  np,  Sir, 

(Pretends  to  assist  him,  and  picks  his  pocket  of  his 
handkerchief.) 

Buck.  Good  night,  old  Clockey.  (Reds  o/ R.) 
O'Booz.  Good  night,  Sir — take  care  nobody  robs 
your  honour.  Why,  the  gentleman's  left  his  vipe 
behind  him,  and  I  mnsn't  go  off  my  beat  to  give  it 
him  :  how  anfortinate— I'll  call  him  back !  Sir, 
Sir.  ( Wh ispers. )  Bless  my  soul  how  wory  deaf 
that  ere  gentlemen  is  ! — well  I  must  take  care  of  it 
for  him  till  he  calls  again  ! — I  don't  know  what 
would  become  of  these  here  young  chaps  if  it 
wasn't  for  such  old  coveys  as  we  are  —Oh,  here 
comes  that  cursed  Gas  ! 

.Re-enter  GAS.  L. 

Gas.  Well,  Watchey,  and  what  have  yon  to  say 
about  the  gas?  Eh? 

O'Booz.  Why,  that  you've  been  the  ruin  of  our 
calling— that's  all ! 

Gas.  Pooh!  pooh!  nonsense!  I  only  throw  a 
light  upon  the  abuses  of  it.  (Pushes  by  O'Boozle. ) 

O'Booz.  Holloa !  you  had  better  mind  what  you 
are  at  with  your  Jacob,  or  I  shall  just — 

(Sounds  rattle.) 

<»<'*.  Como,  come,  silence  your  coif  co-mill. 

O'Booz.  What  I've  got  to  say,  is  this— yes,  the 
matter  of  the  business  is  this  here : — Since  you 
sprung  up,  my  beat  a'nt  worth  having— I  havn't 
hatl  a  broken  head  for  these  ten  days  past,  and 
there's  no  such  thing  as  picking  up  a  couple  of 
sweethearts  now— why  there  isn't  a  dark  corner  in 
the  whole  parish. 

Gas.  No  more  there  should  be.  Folks  have  been 
kept  a  little  too  long  in  the  dark. 

O'Booz.  Have  they? 

Gas.  But  good  night,  for  I  suppose  as  how  you 
won't  stand  a  drop  o'  nothin',  old  Bacon-face  ? 

O'Booz.  No,  I  suppose  I  von't  stand  a  drop  of 
nothing!  young  Calf 's-head  ? 
[Exit  Gas.,  R.  s.  E.  singing,  "I'm  saucy  Jock,"  &c. 


O'Booz.  I  think  I've  given  him  his  change.  Well, 
I  don't  see  the  use  of  my  kicking  my  heels  about 
here,— people's  clocks  can  tell  them  the  time  just 
as  well  as  I  can,  I'm  sure !  and  a  great  deal  better, 
if  they  knew  all !  so  I  shall  go  into  my  box,  after 
I've  called  the  half -hour,  and  have  a  regular  snooze. 
It  looks  damned  cloudy,  too. 

CHAUNT. 

AIR. — "  Author's  Melody." 

Half-past  twelve — and  a  cloudy  morning 
Half-past  twelve— mind,  I  give  you  warning. 
Half -past  twelve — now  I'm  off  to  sleep ! 
And  the  morning  soon  my  watch  will  keep  ! 

(Goes  into  box  and  falls  adeep.) 

Enter  KATE  and  SUE,  o  P.  disguised  as  two  youn.j 
bucks. 

Kate.  Well,  here  we  are,  just  before  them— and 
now  to  cure  them  of  their  love  and  rambling  it  must 
be  our  plan  to  involve  them  in  all  the  scrapes  we 
can,  we  shall  never  have  a  better  opportunity. 

Sue.  No,  'tis  now  the  very  witching  time  of  night, 
as  Shakspere  says. 

SONG.-KATE. 
AIR.—"  Ackee  Oh !  Ackee  Oh  '." 

When  the  moon  o'er  Temple  Bar 
Glimmers  slow,  and  gaslights  glow  ; 

And  lock'd  in  sleep,  grave  big  wigs  are 
Snoring  sound  asleep. 

We  for  pleasure  gaily  run, 

Full  of  frolic,  full  of  fun  • 

Whisking  oh  !  frisking  oh ! 

To  pick  up  a  beau. 

Sue.  Stand  aside,  my  dear  Kate,  I  see  occason 
'or  our  being  active  here  !  If  I  may  trust  my  eyes, 
yonder  comes  a  lovely  girl — I  must  have  some  s^ort 
with  her. 

Enter  MRS.  TARTAR,  L. 

Mrs.  T.  There,  I've  shut  up  the  shop,  and  as  it's 
VIr.  Tartar's  turn  to  sit  as  constable  of  the  night, 
['11  just  take  him  the  street-door  key,  and  then  he 
can  let  himself  in  when  he  pleases— I  hope  the  dear 
man  won't  be  long. 
Kate.  Never  mind,  ma'am,  if  he  should  be — any- 

hing  in  my  power 

Mrs.  T.  Keep  yonr  distance,  sir— I'll  call  the 
watch. 

Sue.  Nay,  but  my  dear  madam,  when  beauty  like 
rours  is  neglected,  it  is  the  duty  of  every  man. 

(Kisses  her.) 

Mrs.   T.  Don't  take  liberties,  sir. 
Kate.  I  wouldn't  take  liberties  for  the  world. 

(Kisses  her.} 

Mrs.  T.  Eh,  I  shall  be  ruin'd,  I'll  call  out  here, 
watch  !  watch  !  (Rattles  heard. ) 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  u'itTi  Umbrella,  L. 

Jerry.  Ay,  ay,  ay,  put  down  the  rain  napper, 
Doctor,  the  shower  is  over  now.  What's  the 
matter  ? 

JVfrs.  T.  I'm  in  the  greatest  distress  imaginable. 

Tom.  Holloa,  what's  the  row  ? — a  woman  in  dis- 
tress !  Where's  the  man  would  refuse  his  assist- 
ance? 

Kate.  Who  are  you,  sir  ? 

Sue.  Yes,  who  are  you,  sir  ? 
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Tom.  What,  show  fight !     I'm  your  man  ! 

(To  Kate 
Jerry.  And  I'm  your  man.  my  little  one. 

(To  Sue 

Log.  (To  Mrs  T.)  And  I'm  your  man,  ma'am. 
Mrs.  T.  Watch  !  watch !  (Battles  are  heard 

Enter  TEDDY  M'LUSH,  an  Irish  watchman,  R. 

M'L.  Ulloa,  here  !  what  the  devil  have  you  got 
fire? 

Tom.  What  do  you  ask  for  your  beaver,  Charley 

Mrs.  T.  Why,  my  goodness,  watchman,  you  ai 
quite  drunk. 

M'L.  Eh,  drunk  are  you, — then  I'll  take  care  < 
you. 

Mrs.  T.  But  I  want  to  give  charge  of  these  tw 
gentlemen,  who  have  behaved  in  the  most  extrava 
gant  manner — almost  kissed  me  to  death. 

M'L.  Oh,  you  want  to  charge  these  gentlemen  i 
an  extravagant  manner,  for  almost  kissing  them  t 
death,  do  you  ? — but  I'll  soon  put  a  stop  to  it. 

Kate.  That's  right,  watchman. 

Tom.  Zounds !  fellows,  do  yon  think  we're  to  b 
bullied  in  this  fashion  ? 

M'L.  Oh,  you're  bullies  dressed  in  the  fashion 
are  you  ? — I'll  soon  take  charge  of  ye. 

(Springs  rattle— it  is  answered  without,  R.  and  L., 

Tom.  A  surprise !  I'll  make  sure  of  this  fellow 
at  all  events.  Now,  Jerry,  I'll  show  you  how  tc 
box  a  Charley. 

Log.  Stop,  my  boys,  secure  your  tattlers. 

(They  put  up  their  watches. 

Tom.  Now,  go  it,  Jerry, — can  you  play  at  cricket 
Jerry.  Yes,  Tom. 

Tom.  Then  catch — here's  the  gentleman's  tooth 
picker,  and  here's  his  glim. 

(Throws  stick  and  lanthorn  to  Jerry. 

Tomupsets  O'Boozle's  box — enter  Watchmen,  R. 

and  L.  s.  E.  General  row.— Rattles.  R.  s.  E.  Logi 
fights  M'Lush.— Kate,  Mrs.  Tartar  and  Sue,  run 
off.  L.  Green  enters,  R.  with  a  bloody  nose  anc 
two  watchmen;  he  runs  off.  Jerry  lights  with 
three  watchmen.  R. — Tom  fights  with  three  watch- 

men,  floors  them,  and  exits  R. O'Boozle  creeps 

from  under  his  box  and  finishes  the  scene  by 
hobbling  off  springing  his  rattle.  R. 

SCENE  III.— Fleet  Street,— St.  Dunstan's.—AU  the 
Characters  in  the  last  scene  enter  confusedly.  L. 

CHORUS.  (Omnes.) 
AIR. — From  the  Spectacle  of  "  Don  Juan." 

Watch !  watch !  watch !    Lord  how  they're  bawling  ! 
Catch !  catch  !  catch  !     That's  if  you  can. 

Scratch !  scratch !  scratch !    Pulling  and  hauling—- 
Wretch !  wretch  !  wretch !     You  are  the  man, 

Patch  !  patch  !  patch  !    Lots  of  head  breaking ! 
Fetch  !  fetch  !  fetch  !  the  constable,  John. 

Match  !  match  !  match  !    Match  them  for  raking. 
Watch  /  watch  !  watch  !    My  watch  is  gone. 

Mill  renewed — the  Women  get  away  as  before — Tom 
and  Jerry  perform  prodigies  of  valour,  but  are  at 
length  overpowered  by  numbers,  and  borne  off,  R. 
— Gri'ni  enttft  alarmed,  R.  S.  'E.,fiieson  all  sides 
for  safety,  but  is  at  length  caught  up  by  a  watch- 
man in  his  arms,  and  carried  off,  R.  s.  E.  Scene 
closes  on  two  watchmen  cuffing  one  another  by 
mistalte. 


SCENE  IV.— Interior  of  St.  Dunstan's  Watch-house.— 
Mr.  Tartar,  Constable  of  the  Night,  discovered 
at  table;  pen,  ink,  &c.  Watchmen  in  attendance, 
Noise  heard  without,  R.  s.  E.  Cries  of  "  Charqe  ' 
charge !" 

Mr.  T.  Holloa  !  a  charge  !  I  must  get  into  my  big 
chair,  pull  off  my  night-cap,  cock  my  wig,  and  look 
official.  ( Watchman  opens  the  door,  R.  s.  E  and  is 
knocked  down  by  rush. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  LOGIC,  WATCHMEN 
KATE,  JANE,  SUE,  MRS.  TARTAR, 
O'BOOZLE,  and  M'LUSH,  very  uproariously, 
R.  s.  E.  MRS.  TARTAR  mafces  signs  to  MR. 
TARTAR. 

Omnes.  Mr.  Constable !  Mr.  Constable— Please 
your  worship,  this  man  ! — this  woman  ! 

Mr.  T.  Silence  !  silence  I— Eh,  the  devil !  Sally 
Tartar,  my  wife !— and  winking  at  me  not  to  take 
any  notice. 

Omnes.  Please  your  worship— I— I— 

Mr.  T.  Silence!  silence!  Watchman,  do  you 
speak  first. 

Mrs.  T.  (Aside  to  Tom)  Be  quiet— I'll  soon  turn 
the  tables. 

M'L.  Plaise  your  honour,  I  have  brought  before 
your  worship  a  most  notorious  substitute  and 
common  street  talker,  who,  for  her  foul  doings, 
has  been  cooped  up  in  the  Poultry  Comptor,  as 
often  as  there  are  years  in  a  week.— I  caught  her 
charging  these  honest  gentlemen,  (pointing  to  Tom 
and  Jerry)  in  a  most  impositions  manner,  and  when 
I  civilly  axed  her,  how  she  could  think  of  getting 
drunk,  and  acting  so,  she  called  her  bullies  here. 
(Pointing  to  Kate  and  Sue.) 

.Kate.  Zounds,  fellow,  you  don't  mean  us  ? 

Sue.  Why,  you  rascal,  I'll  twist  your  neck  for 
you. 

M'L.  Yes ;  they,  your  worship,  who  half 
murdered  me  first,  and  then  buried  poor  little 
Teddy  O'Boozle  in  his  box,  that  he  mightn't  prevent 
,hem  murdering  t'other  half  of  me ;  och,  they're 
errible  desperadoes ! 

.Kate.  Here's  a  scoundrel  for  you ! 

Mr.  T.  Silence !  we'll  soon  get  to  the  bottom  of 
ill  this. 

Kate.  Zounds,  sirrah,  we  gave  the  charge  onr- 
elves.  (To  M'Lush.) 

M'L.  Och,  murder ! 

Kate.  Those  were  the  assailants. 

(Pointing  to  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic.) 

Mr.  T.  This  is  a  very  intricate  affair. 

M'L.  Sure,  won't  I  be  after  telling  you  my  own 

;ory  : — as  I  was  going  my  round  quietly  enough,  up 

omes  these  young  sparks,  and   gave  me  such  a 

maulagaran,  that  they  kuock'd  me  into  the  middle 

:  next  week — beside  tipping  me  this  here  black  eye 

— only  see  how  red  it  is  ! 

Mr.  T.  I'll  soon  set  all  to  rights, — first  let  me 
ear  what  yon  have  to  say  to  all  this,  woman : 
lese  are  very  serious  allegations,  (to  Mrs.  Tartar.) 

Tom.  Aye,  aye,  let  the  woman  speak. 

O'Booz.  Oh,  the  woman  will  speak  fast  enough. 
Mrs.  T.  Hold  your  tongue,  fellow.— Please  your 
orship,  it's  all  false  from  beginning  to  end — it's 
that's  drunk!  nay,  you  may  perceive  he's  so 
runk    he    cannot   even   give    a    charge — doesn't 
low  one  person  from  the  other,  and  can  scarcely 
and. 
M'L.  Plaise  your  honour  it's   only  the   ague,  I 
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have  it  every  Saturday  night  regularly,— what 
I've  said  is  all  true,  so  help  me  Bob,— sure,  she's 
not  a  woman  to  put  whiskey  in  a  jug,  and  throw 
stones  at  it. 

Mr.  T.  Why,  you  impudent  vagabond  you  re 
drunk  now — instead  of  giving  charge  of  her,  the 
good  lady  ought  to  give  charge  of  you,— what 
business  had  you  off  your  beat,  and  in  such  a 
situation  ? 

Tom  and  Jerry.  Aye,  what  business  had  you  oft 
your  beat,  old  Charley  ? 

M'L.  They  bate  me  off  my  beat. 

Mrs.  T,  I  give  charge  of  him,  your  worship. 

Mr.  T.  And  I  take  it— off  with  him  to  the  black 
hole. 

Tom.  Aye,  aye,  take  him  up  the  spout. 

Mr.  T.  My  dear  wife  !  (Embraces  Mrs.  Tartar.) 
My  dear  Sally  Tartar. 

M'L.  His  wife  !  Och,  by  the  powers,  then  I've 
caught  a  Tartar. 

Mr.  T.  Take  him  away. 

M'L.  Och,  sure  I'm  the  boy  that  cares  for 
nobody — so  there's  my  coat,  there's  my  hat, 
there's  my  rattle  and  lanthorn, — and  to  the  devil 
I  pitch  the  whole  of  you.  (He  is  carried  off,  L.) 

Kate.  They  musn't  get  off  so  easily.        (Aside.) 

Tom.  A  fortunate  turn-up  for  us,  faith. 

Mr.  T.  Gentlemen,  you  are  at  liberty. 

OJBooz.  Stay,  your  honour,  I've  got  a  charge. 
This  here  chap  (pointing  to  Tom)  with  the  Roosian 
head  of  hair— he  comes  up  to  me  like  a  war- 
ment 

Tom.  Why,  you  impudent — (Snatches  a  bludgeon, 
and  knocks  0' Boozle  down — a  row  ensues.) 

Mr.  T.  Silence !  silence ! — be  quiet  all  of  you, 
can't  you  ? 

Kale.  Mr.  Constable,  I  have  a  charge — (to 
0' Boozle.)  Watchman,  there's  a  crown— what  I 
say,  swear  to.  (Aside.) 

O'Booz.  I'll  swear  to  anything,  your  honour. 

Log.  What  the  devil's  in  the  wind  now  ? 

Kate.  I  charge  those  gentlemen  with  assaulting 
this  young  woman  (pointing  to  Jane.) — the  watch- 
man saw  the  whole  transaction. 

O'Booz.  I'll  swear  it,  your  worship. 

Tom.  Why,  zounds,  fellow,  I  never  saw  the 
girl! 

Sue.  (To  Jerry.)  Come,  sir,  you  can't  say  you 
never  saw  her. 

Jerry.  Why  I  have  a  recollection  of  seeing  her 
somewhere,  though  I  am  at  fault  as  to  the  place, 
at  present. 

Kate.  It's  a  clear  case. 

O'Booz.  I'll  swear  to  it,  your  worship  ! 

ROUND  (Omnes.) 
AIK.— "  'Twos  you,  Sir." 

'Twos  you.  Sir,  'twas  you  Sir ; 

Your  worship,  it  is  true,  Sir. 
'Twas  you  that  pull'd  the  girl  about, 

'Twos  you,  Sir,  you. 

Untrue,  Sir,  untrue,  Sir, 

It  was  the  man  in  blue,  Sir ; 
'Twas  he  that  pulled  the  girl  about, 

'Tis  true,  Sir,  true. 

No,  no,  Sir,  no,  no,  Sir, 

How  can  you  tell  lies  so,  Sir  ? 

I  did  not  pull  the  girl  about, 
But  I  fcnoio  who. 

Mr.    T.   Gentlemen,    here    are   four     witnesses 


against  you;  and  'tis  my  painful  duty  to  commit 
you,  unless  you  can  find  good  bail. 

Tom.  We'll  give  you  leg  bail. 

Kate.  Ay,  find  good  bail,  and  mind  that  it  is 
rood.  There's  our  card — come,  watchman — Come, 
Sir  Jeremy. 

Sue.  Good  night — sorry  to  leave  you  in  such  bad 
company — but  beauty  calls  ;  we  must  obey. 

Tom.  Ave,  aye,  your  mamma  waits  for  you. 

Log.  Go  and  get  a  pennyworth  of  elycampane. 

Jerry.  There's  a  pair  of  men-milliners. 

[Exeunt  Sue,  Kate,  and  watchmen,  B. 

Manent  Tom,  Jerry,  Logic,  Tartar,  Mrs.  Tartar  and 
O'Boozle. 

Log.  There's  a  couple  of  puppies. 

O'Booz.  I'm  d — d  glad  you're  boxed — you  boxed 
me  just  now.  (To  Tom.)  And 

To?n.  Yes,  and  now  I'll  box  you  again  if  you'll 
only  wait  one  minute. 

Log.  Aye,  aye,  give  him  a  rap  over  the  mazzard, 
Tom.  (Tom  thumps  O'Boozle  off.) 

Tom.  I've  nobb'd  him  on  the  canister ;  he 
napp'd  it  under  the  lugg,  too  ;  well,  Jerry,  here 
we  are,  locked  up  for  a  night  in  the  watch-house  ! 

Jerry.  O,  I  don't  mind  it,  only  I've  lost  my 
castor. 

Tom.  Lost  your  castor  ? — that's  a  trifle ;  here's 
a  Charley's  beaver  for  yon. 

(Gives  Jerry  an  old  hat  one  of  the  watch- 
men has  left  behind  him.) 

Mr.  T.  Wife,  as  you  keep  the  keys  at  home,  and 
I  feel  inclined  for  sleep,  take  charge  of  them  till 
I  wake  again— I  hope,  gentlemen,  you'll  make 
yourselves  comfortable — so  that  I  wish  you  a  very 
good  night.  (Goes  to  sleep.) 

Tom.  Good  night,  old  stick-in-the-mud. — Where 
is  the  card  those  puppies  left  ?  (To  Logic.) 

Log.  Here  it  is. 

Tom  (Beads.)  "  Sir  Jeremy  Brag,  44,  Fielder- 
street,  St.  James's"— why,  zounds,  that's  one  of 
our  modern  hells 

Jerry.  A  hell,  Tom  ?    I'm  at  fault  again ! 

Log.  A  gambling  house,  Jerry!  (Tartar  snores.) 
— Curse  that  fellow,  how  he  snores ! 

Tom.  Stop !  I'll  soon  silence  him ;  I'll  shy 
my  castor  at  him. 

Mrs.  T.  No,  no — no  mischief — harkye,  you  did 
me  a  service  just  now  in  the  street. 

Tom.  I  know  I  did,  down  by  the  pump. 

Mrs.  T.  Well,  now,  I'll  do  yon  one— my  husband 
is  asleep:  I  have  the  keys;  and  I  wear  the 
breeches. 

Log.  Yes,  and  very  well  you  must  look  in  'em  ! 

Mrs.  T.  I'll  open  the  door  for  you;  and  then 
make  the  best  of  your  way  off. 

Log.  Will  you — you'rt  a  regular  court-card. 

Jerry.  Yes,  queen  of  hearts. 

Mrs.  T.  There,  away  with  you. 

Jerry.  Good  night,  my  jolly  old  one. 

[Exeunt  Jerry  and  Logic,  R. 

Mrs.  T.  (To  Tom,  who  is  holding  the  candle  to 
Tartar's  nose.)  Come,  come,  that's  ungenerous. 

Tom.  Must  warm  his  nose. 

Mrs.  T.  No,  no,— see  how  invitingly  the  door 
opens. 

Tom.  Well,  I'm  off — you're  a  good  old  file — I'll 
give  you  a  little  shilling  for  luck. 

Mrs.  T.  Thankye,  money  is  always  acceptable, — 
when  will  yon  call  again  ? 
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Tom.  (fumbles  in  Tiis  pocket.)  Never  mind,  I'll 
owe  it  you. 

[Exit,  R. 

(Mrs.  Tartar  locks  the  door,  and  goes  to- 
wards her  husband.— Scene  Changes.) 

SCENE  V.— Interior  of  a  fashionalle  Sell  at  the 
West-end  of  the  Town;  a  large  looking-glass  in  the 
flat. 

Enter  GROOM  PORTER,  and  MARKERS. 
G.  Porter.    Come,  lads,  bustle  about ;  play  will 
begin — some  of  the  pigeons  are  here  already,  the 
Clreeks  will  not  be  long  following. 

Enter  KATE,  SUE,  TRIFLE,  and  GREEN,  L.— 
the  latter  with  a  large  patch  on  his  nose. 

Kate.— Assist  us  in  this,  my  dear  Trifle,  and  we 
ask  no  more.— The  card  we  left  at  the  Watch- 
house  will  soon  bring  our  sparks  to  demand  satis- 
faction,—you  and  Green  must  act  the  parts  of 
conciliators,  and  propose  to  end  the  affair  in  a 
game  of  cards  ;  the  insight  yon  have  given  Green 
and  us  into  all  the  arcana  of  play,  will  enable  us, 
with  the  aid  of  the  servant,  to  fleece  them  to 
admiration  ;  thus  we  may  pursue  our  plan,  and 
cure  them  of  this  first  of  vices  of  Life  in  London, 
gaming!  and  save  their  fortune  from  those  who 
may  play  for  a  less  disinterested  stake. 

Trifle.  I'faith  you  ought  to  be  very  much  obliged 
to  me,  girls,  pan  Tumour,  for  letting  Green  into  the 
secret, — it  cost  me  fifteen  cool  thousands,  demme .' 
but  I'll  assist  yon. — Green,  my  dear  fa-e-llow,  take 
your  post  near  the  glass  while  they're  playing ; 
and,  by  the  number  of  fingers  you  hold  up,  we 
shall  easily  know  how  many  honours  they  have, 
and  every  other  particular. 

Green.  With  the  greatest  of  pleasure. 

Trifle.  They  come,  yon  must  mind  your  eye,  pan 
7ianour,  Green. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  L. 

Tom.  Where  is  this  Sir  Jeremy  Brag  ?  Oh,  here 
you  are,  Sir — well  met. 

Trifle.  Ah,  my  dear  Tom,  how  are  you  ? 

Green.  My  dear  Corinthian,  how  do  you  do  ? 
I'm  glad  they  didn't  put  yon  in  the  black  'ole. 

Tom.  Excuse  me  a  moment,  Green,  I  have  an 
affair  with  this  gentleman  that  will  not  admit  of 
a  moment's  delay. 

Trifle.  What,  my  friend,  Brag,— honest  Sir 
Jeremy?  You  mnsn't  hurt  him,  he's  a  cursed 
good  fellow. — It  must  be  some  mistake. 

Green.  Yes,  it  must  be  some  mistake. 

Kate.  Entirely  a  mistake,  I  assure  you — I'm 
extremely  sorry,  if  that  will  give  yon  any  satis- 
faction. 

Tom.  Oh,  if  you  apologize,  I'm  satisfied  ;  other- 
wise nothing  would  have  done,  but  Chalk  Farm ! 
pistols !  half-past  six  !  pooh  ! 

Log.  That's  the  time  of  day,  my  flower. 

Green.  Veil,  I'm  glad  it's  settled  without  blood- 
shed—Chalk Farm!  pistols!  half-past  six,  and 
pooh! 

Jerry,  (to  Green.)  Sorry  to  see  your  nose  in  mourn- 
ing, Green— here,  Waiter,  take  my  hat.  (Gives 
Waiter  the  Charley's  old  beaver  to  take  care  of,  who 
brushes  it  up  ironically,  and  takes  it  off.  R.) 

Green.  What  say  you  to  burying  all  differences  in 
a  friendly  game  of  vhist  ?  Trifle  and  I  vill  cut  you. 

Tom.  A  rubber  at  whist  ?    I  have  no  objection. 


Jerry.  Nor  I— you'll  not  find  me  at  fault  here, 
coz — no  one  is  better  skilled  in  the  mystery  of  the 
odd  trick,  than  I  am,  I  flatter  myself. 

Trifle.  (To  Tom.)  Well,  you  and  your  country 
friend  can  pair  with  Sir  Jeremy  and  the  Captain, 
and  this  worthy  vegetable,  Green,  and  I  will  see 
fair  play,  j»an  hanonr. 

Tom.  Aliens  done— Waiter,  bring  some  wine. 

Log.  Hang  cards !  bring  me  a  bob-stick  of  rum 
slim,  or  a  glass  of  Barsac— stay,  on  second 
thoughts,  I'll  have  a  sniker  of  green  tea  punch. 

(Kate,  Sue,  Tom  and  Jerry  sit  down  to  cards; 
Trifle  and  Green  stand  behind  them,  over- 
looking Tom's  and  Jerry's  hand.) 

Log  (Drinking  and  looking  on.)  They'll  be  done, 
as  sure  as  my  name  is  Logic.— Upon  that  suit,  some 
of  the  best  judges  in  London  have  been  had. — In- 
viting a  man  to  a  swell  dinner,  and  making  him  pay 
five  guineas  a  mouthful  for  it  afterwards,  is  no  new 
feature  of  Life  in  London— Go  it,  ye  flats—"  TJui.s 
for  men  the  women,  fair."  (singing).  Why,  there's 
that  fellow  giving  the  office  to  his  pal  now  :  well, 
it's  no  business  of  mine.  "  Weave  the  silly,  silly 
snare."  (Singing  again.) 

Tom. (Taking  a  trick.)  That's  ours— once  a  month. 

Log.  Go  it,  my  pippins — what,  Tom,  have  yon  got 
the  uneasiness? — "  W hat  is  beauty  but  a  bait." 

(Sings  again. ) 

Tom.  (Rising  and  throwing  down  cards.)  Oh,  if 
yon  can't  play  better  than  that,  Jerry,  we'd  better 
do  nothing. 

Log.  (Singing.)  "  Oft  repented  when  too  late." 

Jerry.  Who  can  play  while  the  Doctor's  singing  ? 

Log.  I  knew  how  it  would  be— did  you  hear  any- 
thing knock,  Tom  ? 

Jerry.  (Walks  about,  and,  by  mistake,  takes  Logic's 
hat,  which  he  puts  on.)  Damn  the  cards ! 

Log.  (Following  Jerry,  and  rescuing  castor.)  Don't 
nibble  the  felt,  Jerry ! 

Sue.  (To  Jerry.)  Come,  sir,  never  be  down 
hearted.  Bad  luck  now,  better  another  time. 

Jerry.  Indeed  ! — I'm  not  going  to  try,  though. 

Kate.  Very  sorry,  Mr.  Corinthian— shall  be 
happy  to  give  you  your  revenge  some  other  even- 
ing! 

Tom.  Oh,  Sir,  you're  damned  good-natured. 

Log.  Well,  Tom,  are  you  clean'd  out  ? 

Tom.  Clean'd  out !  both  sides ;  look  here — pockets 
to  let! — here  have  been  two  playing  four ;  and  we 
have  stood  the  nonsense  in  prime  style. 

Log.  Well,  don't  grumble— every  one  must  pay 
for  his  learning — and  you  wouldn't  bilk  the  school- 
master, would  you  ?  But,  come,  I'm  getting  merry  ; 
so  if  yon  wish  for  a  bit  of  good  truth,  come  with 
me,  and  let's  have  a  dive  among  the  Cadgers  in  the 
Back  Slums,  in  the  Holy  Land. 

Jerry.   Back  Slums — Holy   Land ! — I'm  at  fault 


Log.  Why,  among  the  beggars  in  Dyot  Street,  St. 
Giles's. 

Tom.  Beggars  !  ah,  we  shall  be  very  good  figures 
for  the  part.  (Turns  out  his  pockets.) 

Log.  We  must  masquerade  it  there. 

Kate.  (To  Sue,  aside.)  And  so  must  we— come, 
Trifle. 

[Exeunt  Kate,  Sue,  Green,  and  Trifle.  L. 

Jerry.  Waiter,  bring  my  hat. 
(Waiter  brings  on  Watchman's  beaver  from  o.  P.) 

Log.  Now  then ;  come  along,  and  after  that  for 
Almack's  in  the  East;  where  I'll  match  Dnsty 
Bob's  jig  with  black  Sal  against  all  the  waltzing 
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and  quadrilling  of  the  diamond  squad  of  Almack'e 
in.  the  West. 

SONG— LOGIC. 
AIR — "  Tour  Landsmen's  Wives." 

Your  swell  broad  coves,  with  all  their  airs 
Can't  match  the  kids  near  Wapping  stairs, 

They  are  so  down  and  knowing  ; 
Of  lowest  life  you'll  see  the  best, 
At  Maces's,  All-max,  in  the  East ; 

So  let's  at  once  be  going  : 

Come,  toddle  along,  toddle  along,  &c. 

The  swells  of  Almack's,  in  the  West, 

May  brag,  but  were  they  once  the  guest 
Of  Mace,  the  cove  so  knowing, 
They'd  say  Sol  rises  in  the  East, 
But  oh,  he  sets,  sir,  in  the  West ; 
|  So  let's  at  once  be  going  ; 

Come,  toddle  along,  toddle  along,  <0c. 

[Exeunt  Omnes,  L. 
SCENE  VI.-Back  Slums  in  (he  Holy  Land. 

MR.  JENKINS,  SOLDIER  SUKE,  DINGY  BET, 
LITTliE  JEMMY,  CREEPING  JACK, 
RAGGED  DICK,  and  other  well-known  Characters 

iKMOWM. 

SONG.— MR.  JENKINS. 
An.— "It  was  one  Frosty  Morning." 

CadgVs  make  holiday, 

H«j|yfor  the  maunder 's  joys, 
Let  pikis  ones  fast  and  pray, 

vat  us  the  trouble,  my  boys. 
On  the\est  peck  and  booze  we'll  live, 

'Tis  jt  we  their  blunt  should  spend  ; 
For  wh(jt  to  us  they  give, 
Ten/oty  to  the  saints  they  lend. 

Eumpti  bumpti  bay,  &c. 

With  owrWies,  great  as  a  Turfc, 

WetasAall  life  can  give ; 
For  who  bit  a  slave  would  work, 

When  hflike  a  prince  might  live  ? 
Then  lustift  call  away, 

Cadgers  k\ep  up  the  ball, 
Never  mindVhat's  to  pay, 

The  publiiqpays  for  all. 

Rumpti,  bumpti  bay,  &c. 

(Omnes  \horus  the  burthen  of  the  Song— 
daning  grotesquely.) 

Omnes.  Ha!  ha!  fe!  (JBilly  heard  without,  L.) 
Eh  !  stand  aside—he^  comes  Biily  Waters. 

Enter  BILLY  CATERS,  dancing,  L. 

Bitty.  Ah ;  how  youW  my  darley  ?  How  you 
do,  Massa  Jenkins  ? — \  drink  wid  you.  (Drinks 
deep  :  Jenkins  takes  the  p\t  away.)— And  you,  Massa 
Jack,  I  drink  wid  you,  t<o.  (To  Creeping  Jack.)— 
Your  belt,— your  good  felt,  ladies !  (Jack  takes 
pot  away.) 

Jack.  I  say,  Billy,  tou'rdbiting  your  name  in  it. 

Mr.  J.  Gemmen,  Irt's  pctceed  to  business— I've 
got  to  inform  you  o'  Fummat. 

Jack.  Vat's  that  'ere  ? 

Mr.  J.  Vy,  that  '«re,  is  this  'ero— I  begs  to  ob- 
sarve  that  the  timf  is  come  when  you  may  all  con- 
sider yourselves  independent  geinmeu;  for  if 


business  should  fail,  you  can  at  any  time  retire  on 
a  pension  now. 

Jack.  As  how  ? 

Mr.  J.  As  how  ?  Yy,  this  as  how.  The  Mende- 
city  Society,  I  believe  they  calls  themselves,  have 
kindly  pnrwided  a  fund  for  us  gemmen ;  so,  if  any 
body  offers  you  less  nor  a  mag,  or  a  dnce,  vy,  yon 
may  say  with  the  poet,  "Who  vou'd  his  farthings 
bear  ?  ven  he  himself  might  his  quivetus  make  vith 
a  bare  bodkin." 

Omnes.  Bravo ! 

JJilly.  Dat  dam  goot— me  like  dat!— dat  bodkin 
has  dam  goot  point ! 

Mr.  J.  It  was  but  t'other  day  they  took'd  me  up  ; 
slapp'd  a  pick-ax  into  one  of  my  mauleys,  and 
shov'd  a  shovel  into  t'other,  and  told  me  to  vork — 
says  I,  gemmen,  I  cant't  vork,  cause  vy,  I'm  too 
veak— so  they  guv'd  me  two  bob,  and  I  bolted ! 

Beggar.  Yon  did  quite  right ;  veil,  vile  I  can  get 
fifteen  bob  a  day  by  gammoning  a  maim,  the  devil 
may  vork  for  me.  If  any  lady  or  gemman  is  in- 
clined for  a  dance,  I'll  nash  my  arm-props  in  a 
minute.  (Throws  down  his  crutches.) 

JJilly.  An  I  play  you  de  tune  in  de  key  of  de 
X,  Y,  Z. 

Jack.  We  haven't  had  a  better  job  along  vile  nor 
the  shabby  genteel  lay.  That,  and  the  civil  rig, 
told  in  a  pretty  penny — Come,  here's  the  onld  toast, 
"  Success  to  Cadging." 

Omnes.  (Drinking.)  Success  to  Cadging. 

Mr.  J.  Does  any  gemman  understand  these  here 
treadmills  that  have  got  snch  a  footing  ? 

J5illy.  Oh,  curse  a  de  tread  mill,  me  no  like  a  de 
"  here  we  go  up,  up,  up,"  and  "  down  you  go  down, 
down,  down,  down,"  an  if  you  no  work,  a  great 
lump  of  wood  come  and  knock  you  down  so— 
(Strikes  Beggar  on  head  with  fiddle,  who  falls  down.) 

Billy.  (Picking  him  up.)  Poor  fellow,  him  werry 
sorry,  so  dere  no  harm  done.  Gemmen  of  de  Noah 
Ark  Society,  as  little  Jemmy  here  is  no  starter,  I 
move  he  be  put  in  de  chair  a-top  o'  de  table. 

Omnes.  Bravo !  Jemmy  in  the  chair. 

(Jemmy  -is  put  on  the  table.) 

Mr.  J.  Silence  for  the  cheer. 

Jemmy.  Gemmen,  I  shall  return  thanks— here's 
all  your  jolly  good  healths,  and  success  to  flat-catch- 
ing. 

Omnes.  Bravo  !  bravo ! 

SONG. — MR.  JENKINS,   and    barking    chorus  of 
Beggars. 

AIR,-Boui,  Wow,  Wow." 
That  all  men  are  beggars,  'tis  very  plain  to  sec, 
Tho'  some  they  are  of  lowly,  and  some  they  are  of 

high  degree ; 

Your  ministers  of  state  will  say,  they  never  will  allow 
That  kings  from  subjects  beg,  but  that  you  know  is  all 
bow  wow. 

Bow,  wow,  wow  !  fol  lol,  Ac. 

Then  let  us  cadgers  be,  and  take  in  all  the  flats  we  can, 
Experience  we  know  full  well,  my  boys,  it  is  that 

•makes  the  man  ; 
.4nd  for  experience  all  should  pay,   that   Billy  will 

allow, 
And  as  for  conscience  that  of  old  we  know  is  all  bow 

WOIC. 

Bow,  wow,  wow  !  fol  lol,  &c. 

Enter  KATE,  SUE,  JANE,  TRIFLE,  and  GREEN, 
disguised  as  Beggars.  L. 

Sue.  I  do  not  see  them  here  yet. 
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Kate.  They'll  not  be  long,  depend  on't,—  have  I 
sufficiently  disfigured  my  charms  ? 

Sue.  Yes,  they  cannot  surely  recognise  us  in 
these  disguises? 

Trifle.  Dear  me,  a  very  dreadful  perfume,  pan 
hanour — essence  of  mendicity — I'm  sorry  I  came. 

Mr.  J.  (To  Green.)  Halloa,  my  little  un  ? 

Green.  Eh  !  come  you  a  done  now ;  you  a  done 
vith  yon. 

Mr.  J.  Sluice  your  dominos — vill  you  ? — 

Green.  Vot !  I  never  plays  at  dominos — It's  too 
wulgar, 

Mr.  J.  Vy,  then  vash  your  ivories  ? 

Green.  I've  got  no  hiveries  to  vash. 

Mr.  J.  Drink,  vill  you  ?  don't  you  understand 
Hinglish  ? 

Green.  Eh!  drink — quite  agemman,  I  declare. 

Mr.  J.  (To  Green,  looking  at  pot.)  Vy,  I  say, 
you've  been  eating  red  herrings  for  dinner,  my 
young  un ! 

Green.  I  vas  dry,  and  that's  the  fact  on't. 

Jemmy.  G-emmen,  have  you  ordered  the  peck  and 
booze  for  the  evening  ? 

Sold.  Suke.  Aye,  aye,  I've  taken  care  of  that — 
shoulder  of  veal  and  garnish — Turkey  and  append- 
leges— Parmesan— Fflberds— Port  and  Madery. 

Billy.  Dat  dam  goot,  me  like  a  de  Madery — Land- 
lord, here  you  give  this  bag  of  broken  wittals,  vot 
I  had  give  me  to-day,  to  some  genteel  dog  vot  pass 
your  door :  and  you  make  haste  wid  de  sitpper, 
you  curse  devil  you  ! 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  mid  LOGIC,  L.— disguised 
as  Beggars,  with  Placards  on  their  backs — 
TOM'S  "Burnt  Out— lost  my  little  all."— 
JERRY'S  "Deaf  and  Dumb."— LOGIC'S 
"  Thirteen  Children,"  &c. 

Sue.  Here  they  are— I  know  them  in  spite  of 
their  rags. 

Tom.  This,  my  dear  Jerry,  is  a  rich  page  in  the 
book  of  life,  which  will  save  you  many  a  pound,  by 
exposing  the  impositions  of  street  mendicity. — It 
almost  staggers  belief  that  hypocrisy  is  so  success- 
ful, and  that  the  fine  feelings  of  the  heart  should 
become  so  blunted,  as  to  laugh  at  the  humanity  of 
those  who  step  forward  to  relieve  them. 

Log.  'Tis  the  blunt  that  does  it — but  stow  mag- 
ging, Tom,  or  we  shall  get  blown. 

Jerry.  Tom,  here's  a  group  of  blackbeetles — do 
you  see  those  lovely  mendicants  ? 

Tom.  Beauty  in  rags — I  do — Cupid  imploring 
charity.  I'll  relieve  him,  for  I'll  be  after  that  match- 
girl  directly. 

Jerry.  And  I'll  chant  a  few  words  to  that  beauti- 
ful ballad-singer. 

Log.  And  I'll  take  pity  on  that  charming  beggar. 

(All  retire  up  c.  F.) 

Enter  LANDLORD  with  supper,  L. 

Land.  Now,  your  honours,  here's  the  ruin  peck, 
heres  the  supper. 

Billy.  Eh,  de  supper  !  de  supper !  come  along, 
(After  striking  Creeping  Jack  on  fingers  with 
Icnife.)  You  damn  nasty  dog!  what  for  you  put 
your  durty  fingers  in  de  gravy  ?  you  call  dat 
gentlemans  ?  you  want  your  finger  in  de  pie,  now 
you  got  him  there  ! 

Jacfc.  I  only  wish'd  to  taste  the  stuffinin?. 

.Billy.  And  now  yon  taste  de  carver  knife  in- 
stead !  (takes  candle,  and  looks  at  suvper.)  Vy,  what 
him  call  dis  ? 


Land.  Why,  the  turkey  and  the  pie,  to  be  sure. 

.Billy.  De  turkey  and  de  pie  !  I  tink  yon  said  de 
turkey  and  de  pie, — what !  de  turkey  without  de 
sassinger !  him  shock — him  wouldn't  give  pin  for 
turkey  widout  dem— me  like  a  de  Alderman  in 
chain. 

Land.  I'm  very  sorry,  Mr.  Waters,  but— 

Billy.  You  sorry!— I  sorry  for  my  supper,  jou 
damn  dog. 

Mr.  J.  (To  Landlord.)  Vhat!  sarve  up  a  turkey 
without  sassiges, — you're  a  nice  man  I  don't  think. 

Jacfc.  (To  Landlord.)  I  tell  you  vhat,  young  man, 
vhen  you  talk  to  gemmen,  larn  to  take  off  your  hat. 

Jemmy.  Vy  there's  no  lemon  to  the  weal,  nor 
hoyster  saase  to  the  rump  stakes.— It's  shocking, 
infamous  neglect,  that's  vot  it  is. 

Mr.  J.  (To  Landlord.)  Vy,  who  do  you  suppose 
would  eat  rump  stakes  without  ayesters  ?  I've  a 
great  mind  to  smash  your  countenance  for  /ou  ! — 
You  ought  to  have  your  head  punched  you  ought ! 

Jemmy.  Here's  no  filberds  to  the  Port,  no:-  devils 
to  the  Madery,  nather. 

Land.  Egad,  I  think  there's  devils  enough  to  it. 
(Aside.)  Gentlemen,  the  deficiencies  shall  be  sup- 
plied directly.  (He  is  hunted  off,  L.) 

Mr.  J.  Hit  him-;  he's  got  no  friends. 

Jemmy.  We  must  go  to  some  hother  ;avern,  if 
we're  neglected  in  this  here  manner. 

Mr.  J.  You  may  do  as  yon  please,  genmen,  but 
for  my  part,  I  shall  certainly  use  some  oilier  hotel. 

Billy.  Yon  perfectly  right,  Massa  Jenkins,  we 
must  use  some  other  hot-hell. 

Jerry.  (To  Sue,  bringing  her  down  C.  F.  s7ic 
having  attracted  his  attention).  And  so  you  sell 
ballads,  eh  ? 

Sue.  Yes,  Sir,  three  a  penny  ;  but  ?  you  like  to 
take  twelve,  I'll  make  you  an  allowance. 

Jerry.  Oh,  I'll  have  the  allowance  )y  all  means. 

Sue.  (Singing.) 

"  Relieve  my  woes,  my  wants  distressing  ; 
And  Heaven  reward  you  with  is  blessing." 

Jerry.  Enchanting  vagrant !  cone  here,  and  let 
me  bargain  with  you.                        Tafces  Sue  aside.) 
Tom.     (To   Kate,    bringing  her  lown,  c. — in  like 
manner.)    And  so  you  make  matches,  do  you  ? 
Kate.  Yes  !  as  you'll  find  out  b'  and  by.  (Aside.) 
Tom.    But  'ent  these  brimstone  dealings    con- 
tagious P  you  little  flower  of— him-um-um 

(Takes  he  up  in  a  corner,  R.) 

Log.  (To  Jane,  bringing  her  docn,  B. )     You've 

moved  me  so,  that  I  could  bestow  every  mag  I've 
got,  you  beautiful  beggar,  I  ccald.j 

[Retires,  c.  F. 
Knocking  without,  L.) 

Enter  LANDLORD,  runnivi,  L. Previously  to 

which,  Kate  and  Sue  hav>  unobserved,  given  beg. 
gars  money,  and  entered  iito  communication  with 
them,  pointing  aside  to  Tun,  Jerry  and  Logic. 

Billy.  Vat  de  matter,  vrt  broke,  eh  ? 

(To  Landlord.) 

Land.  Gentlemen  vagabonds;  the  traps  aro 
abroad,  and  half  a  thomand  beadles  and  beaksmeu 
'are  now  about  the  door. 

Billy.  De  beak !  oh  mrse  i  de  beak ! 

Jemmy.  Gemmen !— gemimn !  (Knocking  on  table 
to  command  attention.! 

Jack.  Silence  for  the  chair 

Jemmy.  Put  out  the  light*,  put  out  the  lights  , 
every  one  shift  for  himself.  Here,  Bob,  carry  me 
up  the  ladder,  good  luck  to  yoi-do,  Bob. 
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Billy.  Landlord !  landlord,  you  dog !  which  door 
de  beak  come  in  at  ? 

Land.  At  the  front. 

Billy.  Vy,  den  carry  me  out  *t  de  back  door,  you 
Dick. 

[He  and  Jemmy  are  carried  cut,  L.  s.  E.  Lights 
are  put  out— General  consternation. 
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FINALE.— TOM,  JERRY,  LOGIC,  SUE,  KATE,  JANE, 
ME.  JENKINS,  CREEPING  JACK,  and  BEGGARS.    . 

AiR.—"  Zitti,  Zitti— Piano,  Piano .'" 
Mr.  Jenkins. 

Up  the  ladder,  softly  creeping, 

Let  us  gently  steal  away, 
Traps  without  their  watch  are  keeping, 

There  we'll  let  the  rascals  stay. 

Creeping  Jack. 

Traps  without,  their  watch  arc  keeping, 

Tread  softly;  no  delay  ; 
Up  the  ladder,  slily  creeping 

Thro'  the  back  door  and  away. 

Tom,  Jerry,  Logic,  Kate,  Sue,  and  Jane. 

To  my  arms,  love,  softly  creeping, 

To  bliss  we'll  steal  away ; 
Suspense  'tis  idle  keeping, 

Seize  pleasure  while  you  may. 

Where  are  you  ?  where  are  you  ? 

To  my  arms,  love,  softly  creeping, 
To  THiss  we'll  steal  away, 

Softly,  softly ;  lightly,  lightly ;  away ; 
away !  away ! 

Kate,  Sue,  \nd  Jane,  as  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic 
advance,  Attracted  by  their  voices,  adroitly  sub- 
stitute Dij\gy  Bet,  Soldier  Suke,  and  another, 
in  the  places  of  themselves. — Prop  falls  on  Tom, 
Jerry,  and  Logic,  carrying  their  beggarly  bar- 
gains off  RV and  L. — in  great  exultation. — 

Kate,  Sue,  ojid  Jane    enjoying  the  joke  in     the 
background. 

\END  OP  ACT  II. 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  L— Jackson's  Rooms.— Tom,  Jerry,  and 
Log\p  discovered. 

TRI^f.— (Om/nes.) 
AIR. — "  In  Condon  my  Life." 
Life  in  London  with  us  k  a  round  of  delight; 
It  is  larking  all  day,  spr^s  and  ramblesall  night; 
Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic  ha\e  ever  the  best 
Of  the  coves  in  the  East,  o)  the  swells  in  the  West  .- 
Such,  pals  in  a  turn-up,  so  fontf  up  and  merry, 
As  Jerry,  Tom,  Logic— Tom,Logic,  and  Jerry,  ' 
JVe'er  were  seen,  since  the  icyld  first  by  Noah  was 

undone, 

So  here's  Logic's,  Jerry's,  and  Corn's  Life  in  London  ! 
Drinking,  dancing,  pinking , prancing , 
Milling,  billing,  welting,  betfyng, 
Playing,  straying,  bumbling,  tumbling, 
Smoking,  joking,  iwagg'ring,  slagg'ring, 
So  up  to  all,  downy,  t\ore's  ages  of  fun  done  ! 
In  Logic's,  and  Jerry's,  and  Tom's  Life  in  London ! 


Tom.  We  are,  indeed,  a  regular  trio  ;  every  part 
well  harmonized. 

Log.  Ay,  all  sharps !  not  a  flat  or  a  natural  among 
us. 

Jerry.  I  don't  think  we  were  so  very  sharp  last 
night,  though,  when  we  suffered  ourselves  to  be 
made  such  apes  of  in  Noah's  Ark. 

Tom.  You  are  right,  Jerry,  we  are  all  at  fault 
here;  instead  of  clasping  in  my  arms  my  pretty 
timber  merchant — judge  my  horror,  when,  on  ap- 
proaching a  parish  lamp,  I  found  myself  hugging 
that  duchess  of  the  dust-hole — Dingy  Bet. 

Log.  I  was  served  quite  as  badly — -instead  of  my 
seraphic  street  solicitor,  I  found  myself  carrying  on 
the  Avar  with  Soldier  Suke. 

Tom.  Worse  and  worse,  who  did  you  make  your- 
self agreeable  to,  eh,  Jerry  ? 

Jerry.  I  beg  you  won't  mention  it ! 

Tom.  Let's  think  no  more  on't;  the  tables  were 
fairly  turned  upon  us,  and  we  mustn't  grumble — 
we  have  now  stepp'd  into  Jackson's  rooms  to  decide 
the  bet  with  Logic  as  to  our  weight ;  and  as  he  has 
won  it,  let's  be  going — but  stop,  before  we  go,  what 
say  you  to  a  bout  with  the  foils  ? 

Jerry.  No  go,  Tom, — I'm  fly — it's  a  bad  spec ;  I 
am  not  going  to  expose  my  ignorance  of  fencing 
here — but  as  far  as  a  bout  at  single-stick  goes — why 
I  have  no  objection. 

Tom.  Bob  will  accommodate  you:  won't  you. 
Bob? 

Log.  No  go! — no,  no,  Mr.  Somerset,  you're  a 
downy  one  at  that  sport — it  won't  fit. 

Tom.  Positively  you  shall,  Bob— come,  the  least 
taste. 

Log.  Well,  well !    I  won't  baulk  your  fancy,  as 

Cseem  bent  upon  sport — but  mind,  only  one 
t. 

Jerry.  No  ;  one  will  be  sufficient. 
Tom.  I'll  be  umpire. 

Jerry.  Here,  take  your  choice,  which  will  yon 
have?  (Giving  sticks.) 

Log.  The  thickest. 

Jerry.  Here  it  is,  then — now  look  put,  mind  yonr 
hits.  (They  place  themselves  in  positions,  c.) 

Tom.  Holloa,  Jerry,  don't  swallow  him. 
Log.  Use  me  gently,  I'm  but  a  green  at  this. 
Tom.  Now,  then,  come  up  to-the  scratch. 

(They  play;  Jerry  makes  a  hit;  Logic  parries.) 

Tom.  Well  stopp'd — uncommon  well,  Bob. 

Log.  Do  you  think  so  j  but,  I  say,  none  of  your 
chaffing. 

Tom.  Now,  really 

Jerry.  Yes,  yes,  he's  up. 

Log.  Hum,  I  don't  think  it  was  so  much  amiss 
myself. 

Jerry.  Now,  doctor,  take  care  of  your  bread- 
basket—eyes right,  look  to  your  napper. 

Tom.  Ay,   ay,  be  leary,  Bob,  take  care  of  your 
ribs— mind  yonr  pipkin — be  down  on  your  pimple. 
(They  play  a  second  bout;  Jerry  breaks  Logic's  head. 

Tom.  I  say,  Bob,  did  you  hear  any  thing  knock  ? 

Log.  Yes ;  and  nobody  at  home. 

Jerry.  Doctor  !  I  ^touch'd  your  knowledge  box 
there,  I  think. 

Log.  Touch' d  it,  zounds !  you've  broken  it, 
Jerry,  but  it  must  have  been  crack'd  before,  or  I 
should  never  have  entered  the  lists  with  you.  Brown 
paper  and  vinegar  for  one. 

[Ea-ie  R. 

Tom.  Ha!  ha!  poor  Bob— who  have  we  here? 
the  Miss  Trifles,  as  I  live ! 


TOM    AND    JERRY. 


Enter  TRIFLE,   GREEN,    KATE,  SUE,  and 
JANE,  L. 

Trifle.  All !  my  dear  Corinthian,  excessively  glad 
to  see  yon,  'pan  hanonr.  Sauntering'  down  St. 
James's  Street  to  give  the  girls  an  airing-  -just 
popp'd  in  to  see  who  was  here.  It's  against  the 
rule,  I  know,  but  no  matter — dem  rules— I  hate 
regulations,  they're  so  mechanical — by  the  bye, 
where's  Logic  ?  I  and  the  girls  mean  to  give  him 
n  benefit  this  evening  at  the  Albany — he  has  often 
invited  us,  now 

Green.  Ve're  coming— I  mean  to  inwite  myself, 
though  the  doctor  has  ask'd  me  before. 

Tom.  You  cannot  confer  on  him  a  greater  obliga- 
tion, I  will  answer  for  him.— May  I  venture  to  hope 
that  the  lovely  Miss  Trifles  sustained  no  cold  on 
their  return  from  Almack's,  the  last  evening  wt 
had  the  pleasure  of  meeting  them  ? 

Kate.  None  in  the  least. — The  cold  was  previously 
encountered  we  are  labouring  to  get  rid  of. 

Jerry.  If  I  might  venture  to  prescribe,  I  would  re- 
commend the  taking  a  bosom  friend. 

Sue.  It  might  be  mutually  advantageous. 

Tom.  We  should  be  proud  to  furnish  yon  with 
one,  "  Corinthian  and  Co.  at  the  sign  of  the  Bleed- 
ing Heart."— 

Kate.  "  Dealers  and  chapmen !" 

Jerry.  But,  alas  !  with  customers  so  difficult  to 
please  as  you  must  be,  lovely  girls — 

Sue  (Ironically.)  Not  at  all,  Sir,  beggars  mustn't 
be  choosers. 

Tom.  Beggars!  that's  a  chalk  !  (Aside  to  Jerry.) 

Jerry.  One  against  us— It  looks  devilish  smoky. 

Enter  LOGIC. 

Tom.  Here's  Logic— well,  Bob,  hows  your  nob  ? 
owing  to  an  accident,  he  is  a  little  metamorphosed 
at  present,  ladies. 

Kate.  (Ironically.)  Not  so  much  as  he  has  been 
lately — but  we  all  appear  in  masquerade  sometimes, 
yon  know. — Mr.  Logic,  we  have  invited  ourselves  to 
your  chambers  ;  but  mind,  no  preparation — 

Log.  None,  on  my  honour — merely  bachelor's 
fare,  bread  and  cheese,  and 

Tom.  Kisses! 

Kate.  Shockingly  vulgar!  leave  out  the  latter 
article,  pray 

Tom.  Then  I  shall  get  no  supper. 

Log.  And  I  shall  save  my  bacon. 

Kate.  Better  come  without  your  appetite  ! — Come, 
Trine,  come,  Green — adieu,  gentlemen,  we  shall 
meet  in  the  evening. 

Green.  Jc  vous  autandray — au  rewor. 

[E.mmt  Trifle.   Green,  Kate,  Sue,  and 

Jane.  L. The  ladies  are  escorted  to 

the  door  b;/  Torn,  Jerry,  and  Logic  — 
Sue  having  dropped  a  card,  as  if  by  ac- 
cident, as  she  goes  out. 

Tom.  Angelic  creatures  !  we  live  but  in  the  hope 
of  seeing  you  again— Strange  girls,  those ! 

Log.  They  are  not  going  to  make  themselves 
strange  with  us,  at  all  events.  Well,  I'm  glad  we 
shall  see  them  once  more— Holloa !  what's  this  ? 
(fees  the  card.)  A  card  !  I'll  read  it 

Tom.  Do! 

Log.  (Picks  up  card,  and  reads.)  "  Mary  Davis  be"^ 
eaye  to  inform  the  ladies,  &c.  that  she  answers  ;ill 
'*  of  difficult  questions,  &-c.  (Very  accom- 
modating !— Is  to  be  heard  of  at  the  Mouse  Trap, 


(Damn'd  queer  sign/)  Sphynx  Street,  St.  Geor-^'-j 
Fields." 

Torr,.  I  smell  a  rat ! 

.Log.  "  Mary  Davis  .'"—she  must  bo  some  old  for- 
tune-teller  !— to  whom  now  could  this  card  have  be- 
longed H 

Tom.  To  whom  but  the  lovely  Trifles—"  Sphynx 
Street !"  doubtlessly  they  are  gone  there — let  n.<  fol- 
low, and  be  convinced — Allous  Jerry. 

[Exeunt  Omnes,  L. 

SCENE  II.— Interior  of  Fortune  Teller's  Garret. 

Enter   JANE,   KATE,   SUE,  TRIFLE,   GREEN, 
mid  LANDLORD,  L. 

GLEE.— Omncs.) 

AIR.—"  Who  has  seen  the  Miller's  Wife  ?" 
Jane,  Kate,  Sue,  Trifle,  and  Green. 

Have  you  the  Fortune  Teller  sent  '! 
I,  I  for  hours  have  waiting  been ; 
A  shilling  o'er  her  palm  I  II pass 
If  she'll  but  look  in  Fortune's  gla.<*. 

Have  yiin,  £c. 
Landlord. 

The  Fortune  Teller  is  within, 
Why  raise  then  such  a  shocking  din  ? 
Obliged  the  stars  all  night  to  read, 
She  in  the  morn  of  rest  has  need. 
But  soon  to  tell  her  cards  she'll  spa'd, 
And  shew  what  Fortune  has  decreed  ; 
The  present,  future,  and  the  past, 
She  can  unfold  from  first  to  last ; 
Your  silver  once  by  her  held  fasi, 
The  planets  she  will  quickly  cast. 

Omnes. 

Though  stained  her  cheeks  with  nut  brown  berry, 
Tlie  Fortune  Teller's  life  is  merry. 

Land.  Oh,  here  she  comes  at  last. 

Enter  FORTUNE  TELLER,  o.  P. 

Land.  Now  mother,  stir  your  ftnmps  :  here  are 
two  ladies  waiting  for  you,  and  Lalf  a  score  more 
below. 

F.  Teller.  Aye,  aye !  I  turn  hundreds  away. 

Green.  Vhat  an  orrid  hooman! 

F.  Teller.  You  must  leave  thf  room,  gentlemen, 
(to  Green  and  Trifle),  my  charns  never  hold  good 
in  the  presence  of  a  third  person. 

Sue.  You  hear,  Mr.  Green,  har  charms  never  hold 
good  in  the  presence  of  a  thiid  person  ! 

Green.  I  should  vender  if  they  did— Her  charms  ! 
Lord— I  can  take  an  int ;  I'm  to  go— wery  veil,  I 
shall  absconce — Vat  an  uglT  old  vitch  ! 

Trifle.  ( To  Girls) .  We  shill  meet  again  at  Logic's, 
so  I'll  leave  yon  with  the  particularly  frightful  old 
hag,  pan  /lauonr— dcmmei 

rE-wmnt  fre.en,  Trifle,  and  Landlord 

F.  Teller.    (Sitting  nt  table).    Now  then,   yonng 
women.     I'll  tell  you— I'll  tell  yon— but  yon  mn?t 
et  me  shuffle  the  ca'ds   first!     (Produces   cards) 
For  it's  all  done  by  sluffling  ! — now  then,  cut  theiu, 
Miss.  (Sue  cuts  cartl*  ) 

Kate.  Let  us  sit  down  virile  we  stay — rather 
short  of  furniture,  but  never  mind,  we  must  make 
shift. 

(Turns  down  chair  len<itli-mys  to  sit;  she  si'/s  on 
one  side,  Sue  on  the  other— Sue  is  nearly  let  don-n 
by  Kate's  suddenly  rising.) 
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F.  Teller.  (Looking  over  cards}.  Hey  day!  what 
have  we  here  ?  Yon'll  be  married  soon. 

Sue.  I  hope  so,  with  all  my  heart ! 

F.  Teller.  There's  a  fair  man  been  paying  some 
attentions  to  yon,  lately — Hum!  a  cradle — three! 
nine  ! — fourteen ! — have  a  large  family. 

Sue.  Fourteen !  mercy  on  me  ! 

Kate.  Enough  to  make  one  faint ! 

F.  Teller.  There's  nothing  more  that  I  see  at 
present. 

Site.  Nor  there  hadn't  need  be ;  if  I'm  to  have 
fourteen  children,  I  think  I've  heard  quite  enough. 

F.  Teller.  (To  Kate).  Now,  Miss,  I'll  tell  you  your 
fortune ;  how  many  husbands,  and  how  many 
children,  and  all  about  it— all  about  it. 

Kate.  But  I  don't  want  to  hear  "all  about  it." 
(Imitating  her).  I  only  want  a  peep  into  your  magic 
mirror,  and  pee  who  I'm  to  marry. 

F.  Teller.  You  should  have  told  me  that  before,  I 
always  charge  more  for  that,  but  I  suppose  I  must 
throw  it  yon  in !  Now,  then,  stand  there  ;  and  be 
very  still  !— 

(M'usic-. — Fortune  Teller  places  Kate  and  Sue  in 
position  at  off-end  of  the  stage — then  advances  to 
cabinet — leaves  her  crutch;  pulls  curtain  aside, 
and  discovers  a  large  glass — Landlord  passes 
rapidly  behind. 

There  !— I  told  you  I'd  show  him  to  you ! 

Kate.  Wonderful!  why  that's  the  man  that 
opened  the  door  to  us  !  (Aside  to  Site.) 

F.  Teller.  Now,  Miss,  I'll  show  you  your  sweet- 
heart!  (To  Sue). 

(Music  and  ceremony  as  before  : — Landlord  re- 
passes  control*;/  way.) 

Kate.  Ha,  ha,  ha!  that's  the  same  man  again! 
We're  both  to  marry  the  same  husband  ! 

Sue.  Amazingly  agreeable ! 

.Kate.  The  old  impostor  !— Well,  now  you've  told 
us  our  fortunes  ;  can't  you  tell  your  own  ? 

(To  Fortune  Teller.) 

F.  Teller.  No,  no — I've  no  power  over  my  own 
stars. 

.Kate.  Then  I'll  tell  it  for  you— In  half  an  hour, 
tinless  yon  make  good  use  of  your  time,  you'll  have 
a  visit  from  Union  Hall ! 

F.  Teller.  O,  dear  me !  It's  lucky  I've  a  handy 
cockloft,  and  a  safe  way  over  the  houses — I'll  be 
off  directly,  I'll  be  off  directly ! 

[Throu-s  down  crutch,   cloak,   &c,  and 
ea'its  hastily,  R. 

Kate.  "  I'll  be  off  directly,  off  directly."  (Imi- 
tating Fortune  Tetter).  Ha,  ha,  ha!— She  left  all 
her  things  behind  her  ! — We  can  now  set  up  in  busi- 
ness for  ourselves. 

'Enter  JANE,  hastily,  L. 

Jane.  Oh,  my  dear  girls,  as  I  was  keeping  watch 
below,  I  saw  Tom  and  Jerry  coming  down  the 
street,  and  making  for  this  very  house— depend 
on't  thev  have  traced  yon  here  ! 

Kate  What's  to  be  done  ?— Tom  and  Jerry  ! 

Sue.  Jerry  and  Tom  coming  here !  (Sunning 
about  in  confusion.—  Knocking  at  door  L.) 

Jane.  Don't  keep  running  about  there,  as  if  you 
were  out  of  your  senses,  but  listen  to  me— get  be- 
hind  that  glass,  and  leave  me  to  manage  ;  I'll  play 
the  Fortune  Teller,  now !—  help  me  on  with  the 
things — there  !  there  !  that  will  do ;  now  then,  away 
with  you ! 

(They  hide  behind  Cabinet,  after  disguising  Jane.) 


Enter  TOM  and  JERRY.    L. 


with  y 
(Th< 


Tom.  (As  entering).  Come,  Jerry,  here  they — Eh ! 
— not  here ! — well,  we  won't  have  our  walk  for 
nothing — Let's  quiz  the  old  one  a  bit.  I  say, 
Mother  Mummery,  can  yon  tell  our  fortunes  for 
us? 

Jane.  (As  old  woman.)  Oh,  yes ;  but  you  must 
cross  my  hand  first. 

Toin.  She  wants  the  tippery  —  there  —  (Gives 
money.)  There,  that's  the  figure,  Jerry  ! 

Jane.  (Loofcs  at  Jerry .)  Now,  Sir! 

Jerry.  Oh,  I  must  fork  out,  too.      (Gives  money.) 

Jane.  (Looking  at  their  palms.)  Dear  me!— dear 
me ! 

Tom.  You've  said  that  before,  you  know. 

Ja?ie.  Yon've  been  sad  rakes — sad  rakes  indeed ! 

Tom.  (Imitating  her.)  Have  we,  indeed  ? 

Jerry.  Why,  you  witch  of  Endor  ! 

Tom.  What !  can  the  devil  speak  ? — but  come,  I'll 
find  yon  out  at  once.  I  conjure  yon  by  that  which 
yon  profess,  how'er  yon  come  to  know  it.  Answer 
me,  though  yon  untie  the  winds !— unveil  your 
magic  mirror,  and  show  us  the  images  of  the 
women  we  are  to  marry.  Come  up  with  your  little 
machine.  Whew!  appear — appear! — they  won't 
come! 

Ja?ie.  I  must  have  a  little  more  money  first ! 

Tom.  Why,  you  old  cormorant !  more  blunt,  eh  ? 
there —  (Gives  money.) 

Jane.  There,  then ! 

(Draws  Curtain;  Kate  and  Sue  appear  behind  it  in, 
their  own  dresses;  Jane  slips  away.) 

Tom.  Well,  Jerry,  what  do  you  see  ? 

Jerry.  (Going  up  to  glass.)  Susan  Rosebud!  - 
astonishing — 

Tom.  Susan  Rosebud  !  Oh,  my  dear  Jerry,  yonr 
ogles  must  be  queer!  (Goes  up;  sees  Kate.)  My 
Kate!  by  all  that's  miraculous!  Where  is  this 
juggling  hag?  (Looking  for  Jane.)  Why,  she's 
mizzled !  Holloa,  Mother  Damnable  !  Oh,  there's 
some  mystery  in  the  infernal  mirror,  which  thns  I 
solve ! 

Jerry.  What  are  yon  about,  Tom  ? 

Tom.  I'm  going  to  mill  the  glaze — I'll 

(Is  about  to  breafc  the  alass,  when  Kate  and  Sue 
appear  as  the  Miss  Trifles.) 

Tom.  The  Miss  Trifles !    Bolt,  Jerry,  bolt ! 

[They  run  off,  L. 


JANE,  KATE,  and  SUE  come /oricard 

Kate.  Ha,  ha  !  fairly  caught,  upon  my  word  ;  but 
it  is  time  we  should  bring  our  plans  to  a  con- 
clusions. Logic's  imprudent  ramblings  have 
involved  him  in  difficulties  which,  unless  timely  met, 
must  terminate  in  ruin,  I  have  bought  up  most  of 
his  debts  :  and  in  the  midst  of  the  gaiety  of  this 
evening,  it  is  my  intention  to  have  him  arrested 
and  conveyed  to  prison.  I  have  sent  the  officer  my 
card  of  invitation,  that  he  may  be  sure  to  gain 
admittance.  This  will  open  the  eyes  of  the 
thoughtless  trio,  and  enable  us  to  put  the  money 
we  took  in  trust  at  the  gambling-house  to  its 
proper  use  ;  so  let's  away,  and  about  it  strait. 

[Exeu-nt,  L. 
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SCENE  III.— Interior  of  Mr.  Mace's  Crib— All 
Max,  in  the  East. 

Enter  SAILORS,  DUSTY  BOB,  AFRICAN  SAL 
MAHOGANY  MARY,  MRS.  and  MISS  LILLY- 
WHITE,  ROSIN,  &c.,  &c.,  with  gin  measures, 
drinking — Mr.  Mace  in  attendance. 

GLEE. 
AIR. — "  Nothing  Wee  Grog." 

A  plague  on  those  malty  cove  fellows, 

Who'd  have  us  in  spirits  relax; 
Drink,  the]i  say,  and  you'll  ne'er  burn  the  bellows, 

Half -water  instead  of  all  max; 
A  glass  of  good  max,  had  they  twigg'd  it, 

Would  have  made  them,  like  us,  lads  of  wax ; 
For  Sal  swigg'd,  and  Dick  swigg'd, 

And  Bob  swigg'd,  and  Nick  swigg'd, 
And  I've  swigged,  and  we've  all  of  us  swigg'd  it, 

And,  by  Jingo,  thei-e's  nothing  'like  max. 

All  Max !     ' 
By  Jingo,  there's  nothing  like  max! 

Bob,  Now,  landlord,  'arter  that  'ere  drap  of  max, 
suppose  we  haves  a  drain  o'  heavy  wet,  just  by  way 
of  cooling  onr  chaffers — mine's  as  dry  as  a  chip — 
and,  I  say,  do  you  hear,  let's  have  a  twopenny 
burster,  half  a  quartern  of  bees'vax,  a  ha'p'orth  o' 
ingens,  and  a  dollop  o'  salt  along  vith  it,  vill  you  ? 

Mace.  Bellay  !  a  bui-ster  and  beesvax — ingens  and 
salt  here.  (Calling  as  he  fetches  the  porter  from  the 
side  wing,  i.)  Now,  then,  here  you  are,  Muster 
Grimmuzzle. 

(Holding  out  his  right  hand  for  the 
money,  and  keeping  the  porter  away 
with  the  other.) 

Boh.  That's  your  sort ;  give  us  hold  on  it.  (Takes 
Mace's  empty  hand.  Vy,  vhere? 

Mace.  (Keeping  the  porter  back.)  Vy,  here. 

Boh.  Oh,  you  are  afeard  of  the  blunt,  are  you  ? 

Mace.  No,  it  ain't  that ;  only  I'm  no  schollard — 
so  I  alvays  takes  the  blunt  vith  von  hand,  and  gives 
the  pot  vith  t'other.  It  saves  chalk  and  prewents 
mistakes,  you  know. 

Bob.  You're  a  downey  von — you'll  not  give  a 
chance  avay  if  you  knows  it. 

Mace.  Vy,  it  'ant  times,  Muster  Grimmuzzle. 

Bob.  Nowthen  for  the  stumpy.  (Searching  about 
in  his  pockets  for  the  money).  My  tanners  are  like 
young  colts  ;  I'm  obliged  to  hunt  'em  into  a  corner, 
afore  I  can  get  hold  on  'em — there ! — hand  us  over 
three  browns  out  o'  that  'ere  tizzy ;  and  tip  us  the 
heavy.  (Landlord  receives  money,  and  delivers 
porter) .  Vy  don't  you  fill  the  pot  ? 

Mace.  Vy,  it  is  full. 

Bob.  Likes  to  have  my  vack  for  my  groat  and 
half -penny. 

Mace.  Veil,  and  you've  got  your  vack,  'ant  you  ? 

Bob.  Likes  to  have  a  head  on  the  pot. 

Mace.  How  can  you  have  a  head  on  the  pot,  vhen 
the  chill's  off  ? 

-Bob.  Veil,  then  let  me  have  the  next  vith  the  chill 
on,  vill  you  ?  (Bob  drinks— Sal  fcceps  running  round 
the  pot,  waiting  with  great  anxiety  till  he  finishes  his 
draught). 

Sal.  You  leave  some  for  me,  Massa  Bob. 

CDn'nfcs  and  empties  the  pot. 

Bol>.  Vy,  Sarah,  you  seem  fond  on  it. 

Mace.  Now  then,  gemmen,  I  hopes  for  the 
harmony  of  the  evening,  you'll  not  be  backwards 


in  handing  out  your  mags  and  dnces  to  the  teazer 
of  the  catgat,  here. 

Sal.  Massa  Bob  tips  for  me. 

Bob.  Aye,  aye !— lend  us  a  tanner  on  the  bell,  vill 

Mace.  Lend  you  a  tanner  on  the  bell  ?— It's  vhat 
I  don  t  like,  Master  Bob;  highly  irnproper-you 
know  I  ve  a  wery  great  objection  to  anything  of  the 
kind;  however,  for  vonce,  I  suppose  I  must; 
though  it  ant  right— but  talking  o'that  I  be^s 
leave  to  hint,  that  I  trusts  heavy  vet  von't  be  the 
order  of  the  evening ! 

Tom.  (Without,  L).— No,  no,  damn  up  stairs,  we'll 
go  in  here. 

.Mac?.  Zounds,  I  hope  no  traps  isn't  abroad,  and 
that  there  'ant  any  beaksmen  out  on  the  nose  ! 

Tot.  (Looking  out,  p.  s. )  Law,  lovee,  no,  it's  only 
ei°m,?,  8?mi?ei1  out  °n  the  spree— I  dare  say  dat 
dey  11  stand  a  drop  o'  snmmat  all  round. 

Enter  TOM,  JERRY,  and  LOGIC,  L. 

Tom.  Now,  my  dear  Jerry,  here  we  are  amongst 
theAunsophisticated  sons  and  daugMers  of  nature, 
at  All  Max  m  the  East. 

Log.  What,  my  lily !  here,  take  a  drop  of  mother's 
milk.  (Gives  black  chila  gin  out  of  a  measure  he  has 
received  from  Landlord).  Landlord,  let  every  one 
have  a  glass  of  what  they  like  best,  at  our  cost. 

Mace.  Regular  trumps !  I  can  charge  vhat  I  like 
here!  (Aside.)  Now,  Muster  Bob,  vhat'll  you 

.Bob.  Oh,  ax  my  Sal. 
Mace.  Now,  Marm  Sal,  give  it  a  name ! 
Sal.    Vy,  bring   me   de  kwarten  of  de  Fuller's 
earth. 

(Mace  gives  orders  aside  to  Bellay,  the 
Waiter,  who  brings  in  the  several 
articles,  L. — and  delivers  them  as  or- 
dered). 

Tom.  Come,  it  shall  be  a  night  of  revelry,  my 
pippins— Song— Dance— everything  in  the  world ! 

Mace.  Aye !  a  jig,  a  jig !— Remove  the  stand-stills 
—sit  down,  gemmen.  Ve  shall  be  as  merry  as  mud- 
larks, and  as  gay  as  sand-boys  soon— It's  a  poor 
heart  vhat  never  rejoices.  Come,  Muster  Grim- 
muzzle,  vhat  say  you  to  a  ininnyvit  vith  your  onld 
lady  in  mourning,  here. 

Bob.  Vith  all  my  heart ;  I  am  never  backward  at 
any  thing  of  that  'ere  port ;  am  I,  Sal  ? 

Sal.  Dat  yon  not,  Massa  Bob.— Massa  Fiddler 
you  ought  to  be  shame ;  your  fiddle  drunk,  and  no 
play  at  all. 

Log.  I'll  gin  him  a  little,  my  Snow-ball ;  then 
he'll  rasp  away  like  a  young  one ;  won't  you,  mv 
old  one  ? 

(Gives  Fiddler  gin  and  snuff,  and  be- 
grimes his  face.) 

Bob.  'Snow-ball,' — come,  let's  have  none  o'yonr 
innywations,  Mister  Barnacles ;  she's  none  the 
vnrser,  though  slio  is  a  little  blackish  or  so  ! 

Log.  Here,  Landlord,  more  Blue  Rnin,  my  boy! 

Sal.  Massa  Bob,  you  find  me  no  such  bad  partner ; 
many  de  good  vill  and  de  power  me  get  from  de 
Jack  Tar. 

Tom.  Ceremonirs  arc  not  in  use  here,  so  there's 
no  occasion  for  the  master  of  them.  Come,  start 
ff,  my  rum  ones  I  the  double  shuffle. 

Jerry.  Aye,  aye ;  come  it  strong,  my  regulars. 


TOM    AND    JERRY. 


COMIC  PAS  DEUX— DUSTY  BOB  and  BLACK  SAL. 

Accompanied  by  Rosin,  on  liis  cracked  Cremona,  and 
Jerry  on  a  pair  of  Tongs,  to  the  Air — "Jack's 
alive."  In  the  course  of  the  Pas  Deux,  when 
encored,  Sal,  by  way  of  a  variation,  and  in  the 
fullness  of  her  spirits,  keeps  twirling  about :  at  the 
same  time  going  round  the  Stage—Bob  runs  after 
her,  with  his  hat  in  his  hand,  crying  "  Sarah ! 
vy,  Sarah,  'ant  you  well?"  &c.—The  black  Child 
seeing  this,  and  thinking  there  is  something  the 
matter  icith  its  mother,  also  squalls  violently ; 
stretching  its  arms  towards  her .-  at  length,  Sal, 
becoming  tired  of  her  vagaries,  sets  to  Sob,  who  ex- 
claims, "Oh!  it's  all  right!"  and  the  dance  con- 
eludes. 

Tom.  Here,  Dusty,  my  prince,  now  then,  sluice 
your  bolt.  (Gives  Sob  gin.) 

Bob.  Veil,  yonr  honours,  here's  luck.  (Bolts  gin.) 
That's  a  regular  kwortern,  I  knows  by  my  month. 

Tom.  There's  a  swallow,  Jerry,  this  fellow  is  a 
perfect  mop. 

Jerry.  Now,  doctor,  we  must  think  of  starting — 
Eh ! — zounds !  what's  the  matter  with  you  ? 

(To  Logic.) 

Log.  I've  left  off   drinking  in  a  great  measure. 

(Merry  and  singing.)  "  There's  a  difference  between," 
&c.  &c. 

Jerry.  Tom,  see  how  snugly  Captain  Lushington's 
getting  aboard  of  Logic.  Come,  my  boy. 

Tom.  Remember  your  appointment  with  the 
ladies. 

Log.  I  do  like  this  fiddler,  I  will  have  this  fiddler. 
(Pulling  Fiddler  along.) 

Tom.  Eh,  zounds,  doctor,  you're  going  to  smug 
the  fiddler,  and  prig  the  pewter.  (Tafcing  gin 
measure  away  from  him.)  Now  then,  what's  to  pay, 
landlord  ? 

Mace.  All  out,  vill  be  fourteen  bob  and  a  kick, 
your  honour. 

Tom.  Well,  there's  a  flimsy  for  you;  serve  the 
change  out  in  max  to  the  covies.  (Gives  money.) 

Mace.  Thank  your  honour. 

Tom.  Now  then,  Doctor,  this  way,  my  boy  j  come, 
come  along. 

Log.  (Singing.)  "A  Queen  she  cannot  swagger." 
I  will  have  this  fiddler — "nor  get  drunk  like  a  beg- 
gar."— More  max  here — "nor  be  half  so  merry  as 

[Logic  becoming  obstreperous,  they  partly 
forcehim  ojf,  and  exeunt  withhim,  L. 

Mace.  Regular  out-and-outers  those  'ere!  quite 
gemmen ! — I've  stuck  it  into  'em  a  bit !  (^Iside.) 

Bob.  Ay,  ay,  ve  knows  it !  vith  the  chill  off ! — 
you're  an  out-and-out  Stringer,  yon  are  ! 

Mace.  So  I  don't  mind  staauing  a  trifle  of  sum- 
mat  all  round,  just  bv  vay  of  drinking  their  healths ; 
and  vhen  ve've  had  the  liqvor,  ve'll  kick  up  a  reel, 
and  all  go  to  our  dabs. 

Sob.  Ay,  ay !  but  before  that,  mind  you  get  us  a 
bit  of  grub  for  me  and  my  Sal — abont  a  pound  and 
a  half  of  rump  steak 

Sal.  No,  two  pound  Massa  Bob,  for  her  rather 
peckish. 

Bob.  Very  veil,  two  pound,  vith  n,  pickled  cow- 
cumber,  and  a  pen'orth  o'  ketchup,  t)  make  some 
gravy  of ;  and  stick  it  up  to  the  bell  ! — d'ye  hear  ? 

Mace.  You'll  melt  that  'ere  bell  if  you  don't 
mind. 

Bob,  Ay,  ay,  f  ith  the  chill  off,  I  knows !— but  it's 


all  right — must  have  the  bell  in  the  morning,  you. 
know,  even  if  I  spout  the  tops  for  it. 

Mace.  Norr  then,  strike  up,  my  beauty  ! 

.Bob.  Ay,  ay,  pull  it  out,  my  pink ! 

[Comic  Characteristic  Reel  by  all  the 
Characters;  who,  under  the  influence 
of  All  Max,  at  last  reel  off,  L. 


SCENE  IV.— Logic's  CJiambers  in  the  Albany. 

Enter  LOGIC,  E. 

Log.  Now  that  I  am  for  once  in  my  life  alone,  let 
me  give  a  few  moment  to  cool  reflection.  I  have 
run  my  lengths ;  the  game's  played  out ;  and  I  must 
soon  be  blown  up  at  point  nonplus.  Yes  !  I  have  been 
long  wanted  ;  and  the  time  must  come  when  I  must 
go !  I'll  have  a  few  gay  moments  to-night,  at  all 
events ;  I  have  invited  some  trumps  to  meet  Tom 
and  Jerry,  and  the  girls  !  but  have  taken  the  pre- 
caution to  order  that  no  one  shall  be  admitted  with- 
out a  ticket.  (Knocking  without,  p.  8.) 

Porter.  (TFitTiout,  L.)  Mr.  Corinthian  and  Mr. 
Hawthorn  coming  up. 

Enter  TOM  and  JERRY,  L.  shown  in  and  announced 
by  Footman. 

Log.  Ha,  Tom,  Jerry,  my  boys !  how  are  you, 
after  the  lark  ? 

Tom.  Rather  cut,  but  recovering. 

Jerry.  I  am  dead  beat ;  and  shall  retire  to  Haw- 
thorn Hall  and  Susan  Rosebud  the  very  first  wind 
that  blows. 

Tom.  (Sitting  down  and  soliloquizing.)  And  I 
must  retire  somewhere ;  I  was  not  born  to  racket 
thus.  Fortune  ushered  my  entrance  into  the  world ; 
splendour  rocked  my  cradle ;  fun,  frolic,  and  fancy 
perched  upon  its  top,  and  luxury  waited  on  my  very 
go-cart.  My  leading  strings  were  under  the  guidance 
of  tenderness  and  refinement ;  and  I  scarcely  lisped 
'ere  anxiety  anticipated  all  my  wants— my  infant 
tears  were  dried  by  acquiescence,  and  surly  contra- 
diction was  forbidden  to  cross  my  path— my 

(Logic  and  Jerry  steal  down  on  each  side  of 
him,  and  laugh  derisively. 

Jerry.  Go  it !     Bravo  !  beautiful !  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Log.  Let's  have  chapter  the  second,  pray  ! 
Torn.  A  truce  to  moralizing,  I  forgot  myself. 
Porter.  (Without,  L.)  The  Honourable  the  Misses 
Trifle,  Mr.  Trifle,  and  Mr.  Green  coming  up. 


Enter  JANE,  SUE,  KATE,  and  TRIFLE.  L., 
announced,  and  shown  in  by  Footman. 

Log.  Welcome,  ladies,  welcome,  Trifle !  welcome, 
Jemmy  Green ! 

Kate.  Nothing  serious  the  matter  with  your 
head,  Mr.  Logic,  I  hope. 

Log.  Merely  broken,  sweet  girl,  like  my  fortunes, 
— and  as  my  heart  will  be  if  your  lovely  sister 
here  prove  cruel. 

Porter  (Without.)  Mr.  and  Miss  Lightfoot  com- 
ing up. 

Log.  Apropos !  let  us  unite  the  sister  arts— Do 
you  sing  (to  Kate.)  and  my  friend,  Miss  Lightfoot, 
will  dance. 


TOM    AND    JERRY. 


Enter  MR.  and  MISS  LIGHTFOOT,  L— announced 
and  sJiown  in  by  Footman,  and  received  by 
LOGIC.  LOGIC  presents  KATE  with  music. 
—MISS  LIGHTFOOT  dances,  while  KATE  sinys. 

SONG.-KATE. 
AIR. — "  French  Hornpipe." 

Hours  of  pleasure  never  should  be  slighted, 
Too  rare  they  offer  in  this  world  of  ours; 
.Roses  of  bliss  still  by  delay  are  blighted, 
Smiles  of  the  present  best  revive  joy's  flowers. 
Shall  we  slight  ihe  hours  ?  no  ! 
Trample  on  life's  flowers  ?  no  ! 
Fly  from  pleasure's  bowers  '!  no  !  no  ! 
Shall  we  seek  for  joy  ?  yes  / 
Thoughts  of  woe  destroy  ?  yes  ! 
Banish  dark  annoy  ?  yes  !  yes  ! 
Tis  a  sweet  flower  the  rose  of  yellow  autumn, 

Tho'  brief  its  bloom,  and  drill  and  drear  its  close, 
And,  oh!  the  joys  that  spring  where  least  we  sought 

'em, 
Far,  far,  the  dearest  joys  of  life  arc  those  ! 

(After  dance,  Porter  announces  Baron 
Nab' emj.wlio  is  shown  in,  L. — and  an- 
nounced by  Footman.) 

Log.  (^side.)  Baron  Nab'em! — haven't  the 
pleasure  of  knowing  the  gentleman. — some  swell 
acquaintance  of  Tom's,  I  suppose. 

Borrowbody,  alias  Baron  Nab'em.  (Aside.)  There 
he  is,  I've  got  him  safe  enough. 

Jane.  (Aside.).  This  is  the  Bailiff.— I  may  as  well 
give  Logic  a  hint. 

Log.  What  does  the  harmony  stop  for?  Will 
nobody  volunteer  a  song,  or  dance  ? 

Jane.  Suppose  I  volunteer ! —Play  me  the  "  Stop 
Waltz." 

Log.  "  Stop !  "—what  do  you  mean  by  that  ? 

Jane.  You  shall  hear. 

SONG.— JANE. 
AIR.— "Stop  Waltz." 

Though  the  moments  we  pass  now  to  pleasure    are 

tending, 

Tet  the  blithest  of  moments  must  come  to  a  stop ; 
Though  brilliant  and  happy  !  they  still  find  an  end- 
ing, 
The  fruit  that  is  mellowest,  first  is  to  drop. 

The  "  wanted  long  "  must  conic  at  last, 
The  sweetest  hours  are  soonest  past, 
When  bid  the  fates,  "point  nonplus"  waits, 
Life's  fairest  scenes  are  first  o'ercast. 

( While  this  is  singing,  Mr.  and  Miss 
Lightfoot  waltz.) 

Log.  What  the  deuce  does  she  mean  by  that?— 
Oh,  I  am  now  awake — this  damned  Baron  Nab'em  ! 
I'll  speak  to  him  at  once. — Pray,  Sir,  may  I  en- 
quire to  what  I  am  indebted  to  the  honour  of  this 
visit  ? 

Bor.  You're  indebted  to  five  hundred  pounds 
for  it,  Sir !  You're  wanted  and  must  come. 

(^Iside  to  Log ic.) 

.Log.  Confusion !  blown  up  at  "  point  nonplus  " 
at  last.  I  won't  mince  the  matter — I'll  put  on  a 
bold  face  and  chaunt  it  at  once,  then  I  shail  see 
who  are  my  real  friends.  (^Iside.)  Ladies  and 
gentlemen 

Tom.  What's  the  matter,  Bob  ? 

Log.  Allow  me  to  introduce  to  you  a  gentleman, 


who  has  a  great  affection  for  my  person — Baron 
Nab'em,  otherwise 

Sor.  Nicholas  Borrowbody,  serjeant  at  mace, 
very  much  at  your  service,  ladies  and  gentlemen. 

Tom.  Poor  Bob,  he's  rolled  up. 

Jerry.  Yes,  in  a  very  small  parcel,  too. 

Fisitors.  A  bailiff! — shocking!  shocking !— my 
carriage  there !  &c. 

[Exeunt  Fistors,  hastily,  L. 

Trifle.  A  Bailiff! — my  dear  Logic,  this  is  very 
unkind  of  you  to  sport  with  our  feelings  in  this 
most  extraordinarily  alarming  manner,  demme ! 

Green.  Yes,  very  shocking,  indeed,  I  can't  abide 
these  shoulder  knots. 

Bor.  Never  fear,  Sir,  I  don't  want  either  of  you 
just  yet. 

Green,  You  von't  have  us  if  you  did ! 

Sue.  A  bailiff!  shocking:— well,  I  thought  there 
was  something  very  catching  about  him. 

Trifle,  Extremely  sorry  for  your  misfortunes, 
Logic,  pan  honour ! 

Green.  (Sipping  wine  and  eating  cake  while  speak- 
ing.) I'll  give  him  a  few  words  of  advice.  We're 
werry  sorry,  but  what  could  you  expect,  living  in 
the  extravagant  manner  you  have  done?  giving 
such  expensive  entertainments !  and  the  best  of 
vines  too  !  shocking !  you  ought  to  be  ashamed  of 
yourself — yon  see  vot  it's  brought  you  to  ! 

Trifle.  The  Honourable  Miss  Trifles'  carriage, 
there — good  evening,  good  evening,  we'll  come  and 
see  you  again,  when  you're  out — poor  fellow ! 

Green.  Yes,  ve'll  all  come  and  see  you  ven  you're 
out ;  but  ve  must  go  now,  you  know. 

[Exeunt  Green,  Trifle,  Sue,  Jane,  and  Guests.  L. 

Log.  Summer  birds,  are  all  flown  at  the  first  blast 
of  winter ! 

Tom.  So  much  for  fashionable  sympathy ! 

Jerry.  Well,  if  this  be  fashion,  I  hope  I  may 
remain  unfashionable  all  the  days  of  my  life. 

Log.  I  must  go  under  the  screw,  Tom. 

Tom.  You  must,  lad,  yon  are  booked  for  the 
Spike  Hotel. 

Log.  Yes,  I  must  take  a  short  voyage  on  board 
the  Fleet,  to  refit.  You'll  come  and  see  me,  now 
and  then,  my  boys  ? 

Tom.     To  be  sure  we  will. 

Log.  There  are  worse  scenes  in  life  than  washing 
the  ivories  with  a  prime  screw  under  the  spikes  in 
Fleet  Market ;  or  tossing  off  a  glass  of  tape,  on  the 
sly,  with  a  pal  undergoing  a  three  month's  prepara- 
tion, to  come  out  as  a  new  member  of  society— but 
you'll  excuse  me,  my  friend  waits,  I  see.  My  hat 
and  rain  napper  there !  (Servant  brings  on  hat  and 
umbrella.  L.  S.  E.)  Now,  Sir,  I  am  very  much  at 
your  service.  ( To  Borrowbody.) 

Bor.  Allow  me  to  offer  you  my  arm. 

Log.  Oh,  Sir,  you're  d — d  kind.  Curse  him,  how 
he  grips !  (Aside.) 

Bor.  Now,  Sir ! 

Log.  Oh,  Sir ! — Good  bye,  lads. 

Bor.  (Forcing  him  along.)  This  way,  Sir! 

Log.  Oh,  Sir ! — you're  too  pressing ! 

[Exeunt  Logic  and  Borrowbody.  L. 

Tom.  Good  bye,  Bob !  we'll  come  and  see  yon- 
Sure  to  find  you  at  home  now,  you  know !  Poor 
Bob  !  pressed  to  go  on  board  the  Fleet,  ha,  ha  I— 
well,  we  musn't  desert  him  now  he's  in  trouble  ! 

Jerri/.  No  ;  as  I  intend  to  return  to  Somersetshire 
immediately,  suppose  we  visit  him  at  once— set  sail, 
directly. 


TOM    AND    JERRY. 


Tom.  Aye,  to  the  Fleet,  the  last  scene  of  Life  in 
London.  We  begin  by  being  fools,  and  end  in 
turning  knaves ;  like  as  at  all-fours :  '  Jack  'sees 
'  high '  and  '  low,'  and  then  the  '  game '  ends. 

(Exeunt  Tom  and  Jerry,  L.) 

SCENE  V.— Interior  of  Whistling  Shop;  Master 
and  Mistress  of  Whistling  Shop— Racket  shop- 
Backet  players— poor  Tradesmen,  Smuggler,  and 
Debtors  discovered. 

CHORUS.— (Omnes.) 
AIR. — "  College  Hornpipe." 

All  in  the  Fleet  we're  safely  moor'd, 
But  while  we've  trusty  pals  on  board, 

Law  may  to 

The  devil  go ; 
Then,  brother  Debtor,  sport  and  play. 

Let  tempest  whistle  as  they  will, 
Our  Whistling  Shops  will  drown  them  still; 
A  yard  of  tape 
Will  prove  the  Cape. 
And  drive  each  tliought  of  care  aicaij. 
Tol  de  rol. 

Let  Faint-heart  fools  dread  College  rules, 
We'll  dance  and  sing  the  live-long  day  ; 
While  Whistling  Shop 
Still  yields  a  drop, 
Our  Creditors  they  whistle  may. 
Tol  de  rol. 

Enter  TURNKEY  and  LOGIC.  L. 

Turn.  Here's  Doctor  Logic  come  to  pay  yon  a 
visit,  gentlemen— Yon' 11  get  good  accommodation 
here,  Sir;  and  find  some  regular  trumps  among 'em. 

(To  Logic.) 

Log.  Thank'ye. 

Turn.  Is  that  all? 

Log.  Oh,  want  some  tippery!  (Gives  money.) 
There!  (Ea-it  Turnkey.  L.— )  Brothers,  your  most 
obedient.  Some  of  my  friends,  thinking  my  learn- 
ing was  not  complete,  have  sent  me  to  your  College 
to  finish  my  education  ;  not  that  I  owe  anything  !— 

Omnes.  Oh,  no !— we  none  of  us  owe  anything  ! 

Log.  I'm  only  here  on  suspicion  of  debt. 

Omnes,.  That's  the  case  with  all  of  us  ! — we're 
all  of  us  only  here  on  suspicion ! 

Log.  You'll  not  find  me  a  bad  chum — but  ready 
to  hunt  down  any  game  you  can  start.  Landlady, 
serve  them  with  a  glass  of  tape,  all  round;  and 
I'll  stand  Sammy — 

Omnes.  A  regular  trump  !  (Landlady  serves  them 
all  with  liquor,  out  of  a  bladder,  as  directed;  Logic 
pays.) 

Smug.  Well,  while  I  can  blow  my  cloud,  and  get 
a  drop  on  the  sly,  I  sets  the  Excise  at  defiance. 
Wh^at  was  a  little  smuggling  ? 

Poor  T.  (^4side.)  Could  I  have  conveyed  the  value 
of  that  liquor  to  my  wife  and  children,  it  might 
have  saved  them  another  lay  from  starvation  ! 

Log.  (Overhearing.)  What!  hard,  up  !— wife  and 
children  starving  [—that  sha'n't  be  while  Bob  Logic 
has  a  quid  left. — Here,  my  honest  fellow,  go  fill 
their  bellies  and  make  them  happy. 

(Gives  money.) 

Poor  T.  May  heaven  bless  you,  Sir — you  know 
not  half  the  good  you  have  done  ! 

[Exit  Poor  T.  L. 

Log.  No;  but  I  know  one  thing  enough,  and  that 
is,  the  value  of  money — a  prison  is  the  only  place  to 
learn  that  in;  and  if  ever  I  get  out  a<rain 


Enter  TOM  and  JERRY,  L. 

Ah,  Tom  and  Jerry!  my  boys!  this  is  kind,  in- 
deed! 

Tom.  Never  desert  an  old  pal  in  limbo,  Bob  ;  but 
when  you  get  safe  out  of  the  river  tick,  take  my 
advice,  look  into  not  over  your  affairs  ;  if  young 
men  would  but  deign  to  consider  this,  would  but, 
in  the  flowery  wilds  of  pleasure,  cast  one  glance  at 
the  guiding  star  of  prudence — their  pockets  would 
be  more  full,  and  the  prisons  of  the  law  more 
empty. 

Log.  Never  doubt  me,  Tom — but  welcome  to 
'  Freshwater-Bay,'  to  my  new  settlement  on  board 
the  Never-Wag  man  of  war;' — homeward  station 
— forced  to  be  on  good  terms  with  others,  if  I  am 
not  with  myself 

Jerry.  Still  as  lively  as  ever,  eh,  Doctor  ? 

Log.  And  so  will  yon  be  when  the  haberdasher 
has  served  yon  with  a  good  yard  of  tape. 

Jerry.  '  Haberdasher !  Tape !'  I'm  at  fault 
again. 

Log.  The  haberdasher  is  the  whistler,  otherwise 
the  spirit-merchant,  Jerry — and  tape  the  commo- 
dity lie  deals  in — It's  a  contraband  article  here- 
white  is  Max,  and  red  is  Cognac. 

Jerry.  Then  give  me  a  yard  and  a  half  of  red,  if 
yon  please.  (Landlady  gives  Jerry  liquor.) 

Enter  TURNKEY,  L.  s.  E.,  with  a  letter. 

Turn.  Here's  a  stiff ener  for  you,  Doctor  ! — 

Log.  A  letter  for  me ! 

Turn.  It  'ant  paid  for. 

Log.  More  tip,  eh!  (Pays  7u'm.)  This  fellow's  a 
regular  leech  !  yon  never  use  any  chalk  here  ? 

Turn.  Can't  affofd  it ;  besides,  it  ain't  in  our 
way,  and  then  it  makes  such  a  mess  over  the 
walls. 

Log.  (Opening  the  letter.)  Aye,  aye,  that  will  do, 
that  will  do,  go  along — (Exit  Turnkey,  L.)  What's 
this? — Five  hundred  pounds  !— (Tafces  out  note.)— 
Wheugh! — Let  me  read — "Sir  Jeremy  Brag  and 
the  Captain,  present  compliments  to  Doctor  Logic, 
request  his  acceptance  of  the  enclosed,  to  free  him 
from  his  present  difficulties  ;  it  is  the  same  sum  his 
friends  threw  away  on  an  odd  trick  the  other  even- 
ing.— If  Mr.  Logic  and  his  friends  will  look  in  at 
the  Venetian  Carnival,  this  evening,  they  will  be 
joined  by  the  Captain,  Sir  Jeremy,  the  Miss  Trifles, 
and  the  Mendicants  from  the  Holy  Land  ;  when,  if 
properly  solicited,  the  Masqneraders  may  unmask." 
Prodigious ! — I'm  at  fault  here.  I'll  away  at  once  ; 
drop  the  debt  and  costs  in  the  hatchway,  and  be  off 
to  the  Carnival. 

Tom.  We'll  go  with  you,  Doctor. 

[Exeunt  Tom,  Jerrr,  an  I  Logic,  L. 

Smug.  Why,  they've  hoisted  sail,  lads— well, 
success  to  them— oh,  the  changes  of  life ! 

CHORUS.— (Omnes. 
AIR. — "  Here  we  go  up,  up,  up." 

Some  they  are  up,  up,  up, 

And  some  they  are  down,  down,  doioi, 
But  whether  above  or  below, 

Let  us  always  take  care  of  the  crown. 

They  that  are  out  may  grin, 

While  those  that  are  in  may  fret, 
Yet  poverty  ne'er  was  a  sin, 

And  we're  sure  they  can't  hang  us  for  debt. 

Fol,  lol. 

[Exeivnt  c.  F. 


TOM    AND    JERRY. 


SCENE  VI. — Leicester  Square. — Characters  dressed 
in  Masquerade,  cross  the  stage,  as  if  going  to  the 
Carnival — Dominos  lead  the  way. 

Enter  OLD  MAID  and  POODLE/ollowed  by  CLOWN 
—CLOWN  steals  POODLE,  and  pop's  Ms  own 
head  in  POODLE'S  place— OLD  MAID  enraged, 
pummels  CLOWN'S  pate  till  she  breaks  her  fan— 
CLOWN  carries  her  off  squalling  E.  They  are  fol- 
lowed by  grotesque  DWARF,  in  chintz  gown  and 
cap,  with  big  head;  preceded  by  servants  with 
candles,  who  also  exit  R. 

Enter  LILLIPUTIAN  HARLEQUIN,  COLUM- 
BINE, and  CLOWN;  L.  Characteristic  PAS  de 
TROIS,  to  the  "NATIONAL  WALTZ;"  little 
COLUMBINE  coquetting  betiueen  HARLEQUIN 
a?id  CLOWN — after  they  are  off.  q.  P.  various 
MASKS  enter,  severally — business  ad  libitum.  The 
Scene  ends  with  COUNTRYMAN  crossing  the 
Stage  on  DONKEY— he  slips  off;  gets  up  very  much 
bruised,  and  eventually  takes  DONKEY  under  Ms 
arm,  and  exits  in  a  hobble,  R. 

SCENE   VII.— Venetian  Carnival    brilliantly  illu- 
minated— various  characters  on — Music,  Dancing, 
Tumbling,  and  masquerade  business  ad  libitum,  till 
enter  Jerry  (as  Sportsman)  and  Sue  in  Domino. 
Sue.  (Coming  down.)  What  game  would  you  start 

here,  Mr.  Sportsman  ? 
Jerry.  None,  my  pretty  Domino — I  only  hunt  in 

Somersetshire  ;  that's  my  manor. 
Sue.  Manners  makes   the    man,   certainly ;  but 

you're  making  game  of  me. 
Jerry.  I  speak  truth,    by  heaven ! — Oh,    Susan, 

lovely  Susan,  never  can  I  forget  thee,  dear. 
Sue.  Indeed !  then  Susan  takes  you  at  your  word. 

( Unmasfcs.) 
Jerry.    Susan    Rosebud!— Astonishment ! — then 

the  Captain— Miss    Trifle,    and  the  pretty  ballad 

singer ! 

Susan.   Were  one  and  the    same  person,   your 

humble  servant!— I  followed  to  preserve  and  re- 
claim you ;  I  have  done  so,  and  I  am  happy— but 

your  cousin  comes,  stand  aside. 

[They  retire.  R. 

Enter  TOM,  as  Don  Giouanni,  with  KATE  in 
Domino,  c.  F. 

Tom  (Advancing  -with  Kate,  c.— Could  I  find  one 
of  your  sex  that  would  be  faithful,  I  would  never 
rove  again. 

Kate.  Are  you  sincere  ? 

Tom.  By  heaven ! 


Kate.  Then  behold  the  reward  of  your  sincerity, 
the  constancy  of  your  faithful  Kate.  (Unmasks.) 

Tom.  Kate!  oh,  my  dear  Kate  !  (Takes  her  up  the 
stage.  R.) 

Enter  LOGIC,  as   Doctor  Pangloss,  with  JANE  in 
Domino,  c.  i\ 

Log.  (.Advancing  u-itTi  Jane.)  I  am  an  LL.D.  and 
A.S.S. 

Jane.  (Unmasfcs.)  You  are  indeed  an  A-S-S,  not  to 
have  found  me  out  before. 

Log.  What !  my  Jenny  ! 

Jerry.  (Coming  down  with  Sue.)  Don't  be 
astonished,  Bob — I'll  explain  all :—  Tom  and  I  are 
going  to  make  two  matches  ;  you  must  make  the 
third — form  a  bunch  of  matches — exchange  one 
imprisonment  for  another,  her  arms,  your  dog ; — 
'ant  you  up  ?— 

Log.  I'm  fly— Oxford  has  no  fellowship  like  this  ! 
(Embracing  Jane.) 

Tom.  (Coming  down  with  Kate.)  You  are  right, 
Bob,  it  has  not. — Well,  we  have  been  amused  by 
Life  in  London,  now  let  us  endeavour  to  profit  by 
it ; — let  our  experience  teach  us  to  avoid  its  quick- 
sands, and  make  the  most  of  its  sunshine ; — and  in 
that  anticipation  let  us  hope  our  kind  friends  will 
pardon  Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic  all  their  sprees  and 
rambles. 

FINALE.  (Onrnes..) 
AIR — "  Griovinetti." 

Tom,  Jerry,  and  Logic,  have  made  Life  in  London 

one  holiday, 

Bidding  frolic  and  merriment  reign ; 
In   larks,   sprees,    and    rambles,  have  sported  thro' 

many  a  jolly  day, 
And  many  will  sport  thro'  again.  Fal  la  la,  &c. 

Tom,   Jerry  and  Logic,   together   met,    three   very 

merry  boys, 

And  three  merry  boys  they  have  been ; 
And  merry  now  part,  for  a   time,   Tom,  Logic  and 

Jerry,  boys, 
And  merry  will  they  meet  again.    Fal  la  la,  £c. 

If  the  friends,  who  are  smiling  before  us, 

But  join  in  our  jollity's  chorus, 

For  ever  'twill  banish  our  pain. 

And  bind  us  in  gratitude's  chain.  Fal  la  la,  &c. 


Disposition  of  the  characters  at  the  fall  of  the 
c.urtain. 

JERRY.  SUE.      TOM.  KATE.      LOGIC.  JANE. 
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Operas.  Lives  of  Celebrated  Actresses  (past  and  present).  Adventures,  National  Customs,  Curious 
Flirts,  Memoirs  with  Portraits  of  Celebrities  of  the  Day,  Essays,  Poetrv,  Fine  Art  Engravings, 
Original  and  Select  Music.  Pages  Devoted  to  the  Ladies,  The  Work-Table.  .Receipts,  Our  O\v» 
Sphinx,  Acting  Charades,  Chess,  Varieties,  Sayings  and  Doings,  Notices  to  Correspondents,  <tc. 

Weekly,  One  Penny.    Monthly  Parts,  Ninepence.    Remit  Threehaljpence  in  Stamps,  for  Specimen 

Copy. 

With  the  Monthly  Parts  are  Presented:— Fancy  Needlework  Supplements.  Coloured  Parisian 
Plates,  Berlin  Wool  Patterns,  Fashionable  Parisian  Head-dresses,  Point  Lace  Needlework,  &c.  Ac. 

ALL  THE  BEST  AVAILABLE  TALK**   ARTISTIC  AND  LITERAIIY,  ARE  ENGAGED. 

Volumes  I  to  XXXV,  elegantly  bound,  Now  Ready. 

Each  Volume  contains  nearly  300  Illustrations,  and  G40  Pages  of  Letterpress.  These  are  the 
most  handsome  volumes  ever  offered  to  the  Public  for  Five  Shillings.  Post-free,  One  Shilling 
and  Sixpence  extra. 


EVERY  WEEK.— This  Illustrated  Periodical,  containing  sixteen  large  pages,  is  published  everv 
Wednesday,  simultaneously  with  Bow  BKLLS,  it  is  the  only  Halfpenny  Periodical  in  England', 
and  is  about  the  size  of  the'largest  weekly  journal  except  Bow  BELLS.  A  Volume  of  this  Popular 
Work  is  published  Half-yearly.  Now  readv,  Vol.  XXV,  price  Two  Shillings,  post-free 
8d.  extra.  Weekly.  One  Halfpenny.  Monthly,  Threepence. 

THE  HISTORY  AND  LEGENDS  OF  OLD  CASTLES  AND  ABBEYS.-With  Illustrations  from 
Original  Sketches.  The  Historical  Facts  are  compiled  from  the  most  authentic  sources,  and  the 
Original  Legends  and  Engravings  are  written  and  drawn  by  eminent  Authors  and  Artists. 
The  Work  is  printed  in  bold,  clear  type,  on  good  paper;  nnd  forms  a  handsome  and  valuable 
Work,  containing  743  quarto  pages,  and  190  Illustrations.  Price  Twelve  Shillings  and  Sixpence. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  PLAYS. -Price  One  Penny  each.  Comprising  all  the  most 
Popular  Plays,  by  the  most  Eminent  Writers.  Most  ot  the  Pluys  contain  from  16  to  32  pages, 
are  printed  in  clear  type,  on  paper  of  good  quality.  Each  Play  is  Illustrated,  and  sewn  in  an 
Illustrated  Wrapper.  Two  Plays  are  published  every  Saturday.  Numbers  1  to  30.5,  now  ready, 
liricc  Id.  each. 

THE  HOUSEHOLD  BOOK  OF  DOMESTIC  ECONOMY.— Price  One  Shilling.    Post  free,  is.  6d. 

This  remarkably  cheap  and  useful  book  contains  everything  for  everybody,  and  should  be  found 

in  every  household. 
DICKS'  BRITISH  DRAMA.— Comprising  the  Works  of  the  most  Celebrated  Dramatists.    Com- 

piete  in  12  Volumes.    Escli  volume  containing  about  20  plays.    Every  Play  Illustrated.    Price 

One  Shilling  each  Volume.    Per  Post,  Fourpeiice  extra. 

HOW  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS.— A  Series  of  Little  Books  under  the  above  title.  Each  work 
contains  64  pages,  printed  in  clear  type,  and  on  fine  paper. 

1.  .Etiquette  for  Ladies.          I       3.  Language  of  Flowers.         I         5.  Etiquette  on  Courtship 

2.  Etiquette  for  Gentlemen.  I      4.  Guide  to  the  Ball  Room.    I  and  Marriage. 

Price  3d.    Post  free,  3Jd.    Every  family  should  possess  the  Bow  BELLS  HANDY  BOOKS. 


DICKS'  WAVEELEY  NOVELS. 

By  SIR  WALTER  SCOTT.  BART..     FROM  THE  ORIGINAL  TEXT.  WITH  THE  ORIGINAL  XOTBS. 

This  Edition,  containing  the  whole  of  SCOTT'S  NOVELS,  32  in  number,  with  125  Illustrations.  U 
now  publishing.  The  work  is  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  and  is  complete  in  seven 
volumes,  price  14s.  SCOTT'S  POKMS.  uniform  with  the  above,  are  also  on  sale,  price  One  Shilling, 

Waverley,  Guy  Mannering,  Antiquary.  Rob  Roy  Ivanhoc,  The  Monastery,  i  he  Abbot,  Ken  il  worth, 
The  Pirate.  Fortunes  of  Nigel,  Peveril  of  the  Peak,  Quentin  Durwnrd,  St.  Ronan's  Well,  Red- 
pauntlet,  The  Betrothed,  The  Talisman,  Woodstock,  Fall-  Maid  of  Perth,  Anne  of  Geierstein. 
Tales  of  mv  Landlord:  The  Black  Dwarf,  Old  Mortality.  Heart,  of  Midlothian,  Bride  of  Lammer- 
nioor,  Legend  of  Montrose,  Count  Robert  of  Paris,  Castle  Dangerous.  Chronicle*  of  the  Canon- 

ate:  The  Highland  Widow.  The  Two  Drovers,  My  Aunt  Margaret's  Mirror,  The  Tapestried 

hamber,  Death  of  the  Laird's  Jock,  The  Surgeon's  Daughter. 

Note.—  The  price  is  Threepence  each  complete  Novel.  Post-free,  One  Penny  extra. 
London  :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Straad;  and  all  Booksellers. 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


[The  English  version  of  this  Opera  is  a?  that  performed  by  the  Crystal  Palace  Opera. 
Dref erred  by  them  to  any  other.] 
LUCIA  DI  LAMMERMOOH,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer. 


ivrusic. 

DICKS'  PIANOFORTE  TUTOR.  This  instructor  is  full  music  size,  and  contain*  is  much 
matter  as  those  tutors  for  which  six  times  the  amount  is  charged,  thu?  rendering  the 
work  the  cheapest  and  best  Pianoforte  Guitle  ever  issued.  Price  One  Shilling. 

CZERNEY'6  CELEBRATED  STUDIES  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE,  the  three  books  ia 
one,  music  size.  The  usual  price  of  which  is  10s.  6d.,  is  now  published  at  One  Shilling. 

DICKS'  EDITION  OF  STANDARD  OPERAS  (full  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or 
German  and  English  Words.  Now  ready  : — 

1.  AUBER'S  "  CROWN  DIAMONDS,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2/6. 

t  i 
Company  ,~being  preferred  by  them  to  any  other.] 

2.  DONIZETTI'S  "  LUCIA  DI  LAMMERMOOR,"  with 
Price  2s.  6d. 

3.  ROSSINI'S  "It,  BARBIERE,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.    Price  2s.  6d. 
Elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  5*.  each.     Others  are  in  the  Press.     Delivered 
carriage  free  for  Eighteenpence  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

SIMS  REEVES'  SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One 
Shilling.  Pilgrim  of  Love  Bishop. — Death  of  Nelson.  Braham. — Adelaide,  Beethoven. — 
The  Thorn.  Shield.— The  Anchor's  WeigLed.  Braham.— Toll  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo 
Thee.  Hodson. 

ADELINA  PATTI'S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling. 
There  be  none  of  Beauty's  Daughters.  Mendelssohn. — Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert. — 
Home,  Sweet  Home.  Bishop.— The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.  T.  Moore.— Where  the  Bee 
Sucks.  Dr.  Arne.— Tell  me,  my  Heart.  Bishop. 

CHARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.    Music  and  Words.    Price 
One  Shilling.     The  Lads  of  the  Village.     Dibdin.— The  Wanderer,    Schubert.— In  Child- 
hood My  Toys.    Lortzing.— Tom  Bowling.     Dibdin.— Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep. 
Knight.— Mad  Tom.    Purcell. 
%*  Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  separately,  price  Threepence  each. 

MUSICAL  TREASURES.— Full  Music  size,  price  Fourpence.  Now  Publishing  Weekly.  A 
Complete  Repertory  of  the  best  English  and  Foreign  Music,  ancient  and  modern,  vocal 
and  instrumental,  solo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  biographical  annotations,  for  the 
pianoforte. 
1  My  Normandy 


(Ballad) 

2  Auld  Hobin  (iray    (Scotch  Ballad) 
8  La  Sympathie  Valse 

4  The  Pilgrim  of  Love    (Romance) 

5  Di  Pescatore    (Song) 

6  To  Far-off  Mountain    (Duet) 

7  The  Anchor's  Weigh'd    (Ballad) 

8  A  Woman's  Heart    (Ballad) 

9  Oh,  Mountain  Home!    (Duet) 

10  Above,  how  Brightly  Beams  the.  Morning 

11  The  Marriage  of  the  Hoses    (Valse) 

12  Norma    (Duet) 

13  Lo!  Heavenly  Beauty    (Cavatina) 

14  In, Childhood  my  Toys    'Song) 

15  While  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 

16  The  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

17  The  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 

18  Beethoven's  "  Andante  and  Variations  " 

19  In  that  Long-lost  Home  we  Love    (Song) 

20  Where  the  Bee  Sucks    (Song) 

21  Ah.  Fair  Dream    ("Marta") 

22  La  Petit  Fleur 

23  AiiKels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

24  Naught  e'er  should  Sever    (Duct) 

25  'Tis  but  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 

26  My  Mother  bids  me  Bind  my  Hair  (Canzonet) 

27  Coming  thro'  the  Hye    (Song) 

28  Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea    (Ballad) 

29  Tell  me,  my  Heart    (Song) 

30  I  know  a  Bank    (Duet) 

31  The  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 

32  Hommage  au  Genie 

33  See  what  Pretty  Brooms  I've  Bought 

34  Tom  Bowling    (Song) 


3(5  When  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (Song) 
37  Hock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep    (Song) 
;;8  Beethoven's  Waltzes    First  Series 

39  As  it  Fell  upon  a  Day    (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 

41  Why   are    you  Wandering    here    I   pray  ? 

(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 

43  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home.  Sweet  Home!    (Sone) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stillv  Night    (Song) 

46  All's  Well    (Duet) 

47  The  "Crown  Diamonds"  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

4!)  Yonth  and  Love  at  the  Helm    (Barcarolle) 
50  Adelaide    Beethoven    (rsont:) 
.51  The  Death  of  Nelson    (Song) 
.52  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Hose  of  Summer    (Irish  Melody) 

54  The  Thorn    (Sonjr) 

55  The  Lads  of  the  Village    (Song) 

56  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (Song) 

57  The  Wanderer  (Son?) 

58  I  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 
5!)  Bid  Me  Discourse    (Song) 

CO  Fisher  Maiden    (Son?) 

61  Fair  Acnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  nnd  Bright    (Son?) 
fi3  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 
64  Echo  Duet 

05  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish 

66  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  Lark 

67  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second  Series) 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden  Hair  (S 

69  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 


85  Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee    (Ballad) 

London:  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand;  and  all  Booksellers. 
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THE  CHEAPEST   NEWSPAPER    IN    THE  WORLD. 


EIGHT    PAGES.-EORTY-EIGHT    COLUMNS. 


KEYIOLDS'S  NEWSPAPER, 

PEICE    ONE    PENNY. 

THIS  IS  THE 

CHEAPEST  AND  LARGEST  WEEKLY  NEWSPAPER 

ISSUED  FROM  THE  PEE3S. 
It  CONTAINS  EIGHT  PAGES,  or  FORTY-EIGHT  COLUMNS. 


AS  A  FAMILY  NEWSPAPER,  AND  AN  ORGAN  OF  GENERAL  INTEL- 

LIGENCE,  IT  STANDS  UNRIVALLED  ;  WHILE  ITS  ENORMOUS  CIR- 

CULATION DENOTES  IT  AS  AN  EXCELLENT  MEDIUM  FOR 


Persons  intending  to  Emigrate  should  read  the  Emigration  and  Colonial  Intelli- 
gence in  REYNOLDS'  s  NEWSPAPER. 

For  Intelligence  connected  with  the  Drama,  Markets,  Sporting,  Police,  Con- 
tinental and  Colonial  Matters,  and  the  Current  Literature  of  the  Day,  Accidents, 
Inquests,  &c.,  this  Newspaper  is  unrivalled. 

THERE  ARE  FOUR  EDITIONS  ISSUED  WEEKLY  : 

The  FIRST  in  time  for  Thursday  Evening's  Mail,  for  Abroad. 
The  SECOND  at  Four  o'clock  on  Friday  Morning,  for  Scotland  and  Ireland. 
The  THIRD  at  Four  o'clock  on  Saturday  Morning,  for  the  Country. 
And  the  FOURTH  at  Four  o'clock  on  Sunday  Morning,  for  London. 

EACH  EDITION  CONTAINS  THE  LATEST  INTELLIGENCE  UP  TO 
THE  HOUR  OF  GOING  TO  PRESS. 

QUARTERLY  SUBSCRIPTIONS,  Is.  8d.,  post-free,  can  be  forwarded  either  by 
Post-Office  Order  (payable  at  the  Strand  Office)  or  in  Postage  Stamps. 

London  :  313,  Strand. 


Crown  8vo,  Cloth,  Gilt.    Price  2s.  6d., 

THE 

TRUE  STORY  OF  LOUIS  NAPOLEON'S  LIFE. 

BY  SAMUEL  PHILLIPS  DAY. 

This  is  an  issue  of  the  several  papers  which  appeared  in  Reynolds' s  Newspaper, 
on  the  life  of  the  ex-Emperor,  depicting  his  career  from  his  birth  to  his  death. 

London :  313,  Strand. 
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NOVELS 


BY 


G.  TV.  M.  REYNOLDS. 


1.  THE  MYSTERIES  OF  LONDON.     Illustrated.     First  and  Second  Series.     Eacb 
series  of  2  Vols.  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.     Post-free,  14s.  4d. 

2.  THE  MYSTERIES   OF  THE  COURT  OF  LONDON.      First,  Second,  Third,  and 
Fourth  Series.    Each  series  of  2  Vols.  complete  in  itself,  price  13s.    Post-free,  14s.  4d. 

3.  ROSA  LAMBERT.    One  Volume,  6s.  6d.    Post-free,  7s.  2d.     52  Wood-Engravings. 

4.  ROBERT   MACAIRE     OR,   THE   FRENCH   BANDIT   IN   ENGLAND.      Price  3s. 
Post-free,  3s.  4d.    20  Wood-Engravings. 

5.  JOSEPH  WILMOT;  OR,  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  MAN-SERVANT     Two  Volumes, 
13s.     Post-free,  14s.  4d.     104  Wood-Engravings. 

6.  MARY  PRICE ;  OR,  THE  MEMOIRS  OF  A  SERVANT-MAID.    Two  Volumes,  13s. 
Post-free,  14s.  4d.     104  Wood-Engravings. 

7.  THE  BRONZE  STATUE ;    OR,  THE  VIRGIN'S  KISS.    One  Volume,  5s.  Gd.     Post- 
free,  6s.  2d.    Splendidly  Illustrated. 

8.  THE    CORAL    ISLAND;    OR,    THE    HEREDITARY    CURSE.      One  Volume,  5s. 
Post-free,  5s.  6d.    37  Wood-Engravings. 

9.  KENNETH;    A    ROMANCE    OF    THE     HIGHLANDS.     Price  5s.  Gd.    Post-free, 
6s.  2d.    Splendidly  Illustrated. 

10.  THE  LOVES  OF  THE  HAREM:  A  Tale  of  Constantinople.    One  Volume,  41  Illus- 
trations, price  5s.    Post-free,  5s.  8d. 

11.  THE  MASSACRE  OF  GLENCOE.     A  Historical  Tale.     Price  5s.  6d.     Post-free, 
6s.  2d.     Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

12.  WAGNER     THE    WEHR-WOLF.    A    Romance.     Price  3s.  Gd.    Post-free,  4s.    24 
Wood-Engravings. 

13.  ELLEN  PERCY  :  A  Tale  of  the  Stage.      Two  Volumes,  13s.   Post-free,  14s.  4d.    104 
Wood-Engravings. 

14.  THE    EMPRESS    EUGENIE'S    BOUDOIR.     Price  5s.    Post  free,  5s.  8d.     Illus- 
trated. 

15.  AGNES ;  OR,   BEAUTY  AND  PLEASURE.    Two  Volumes,  13s.    Post-free,  14s.  6d. 
104  Wood-Engravings. 

16.  MASTER  TIMOTHY'S  BOOK-CASE.    Price  3s.    Post-free,  3s.  6d. 

17.  THE   YOUNG  DUCHESS ;    OR,    MEMOIRS   OF  A   LADY  OF  QUALITY.      One 
Volume,  6s.  6d.     Post-free,  7s.  2d.    53  Wood-Engravings. 

18.  THE    RYE    HOUSE    PLOT;    OR,    RUTH    THE  CONSPIRATOR'S  DAUGHTER. 
Price  6s.  6d.    Post-free  7s.  2d.    Illustrated  by  E.  Corbould,  Esq. 

19.  THE  DAYS  OF  HOGARTH  :  OR,  OLD  LONDON.    One  Vol.,  4s.    Post-free,  4s.  6d.    37 
Illustrations. 

20.  CANONBURY  HOUSE.    One  Vol..  4s.    Post-free,  4s.  Gd.    51  Illustrations. 

21.  THE  SOLDIER'S  WIFE.    One  Vol..  3s.  6d.    Post-free,  3s.  '  Hi.    25  Illustrations. 

22.  THE  PARRICIDE ;   OR,  A  YOUTH'S  CAREER  OF  CIUjlE.    One  Vol.,  3s.    Post-free, 
3s.  6d.     22  Illustrations. 

23.  THE  NECROMANCER.    One  Vol ,  4s.    Post-free,  4s.  8d.    29  Illustrations. 

24.  MAY  MIDDLETON.    One  VoL,  2s.  4d.    Post-free,  2s.  Sd.    8  Illustrations. 

25.  THE    SEAMSTRESS ;    A  Domestic    Story.      One  VoL,   2s.  4d.      Post  free,   2s.   Sd.    15 
Illustrations. 

26.  OMAR,  A  TALE  OF  THE  WAR.    Price  5s.  Gd.      Post-free,  6s.  2d.     40  Wood-Engray- 
ings. 

27.  MARGARET;  OR,  THE  DISCARDED  QUEEN.     Price  5s.   Gd.      Post-free,   6s.  2d.    43 
Wood-Engravings. 

28.  MARY  STUART,  QUEEN  OF  SCOTLAND.    Price  2s.  4d.    Post-free,  2s.  Sd,    14  Wood- 

29.  LEILA;  OR,  THE  STAR  OF  MINGRELIA.    Price  3s.  Gd.     Post-free,  3s  lOd.    25  Wood- 
Engravings 

30.  THE  PIXY ;  OB,  THE  UNBAPTIZED  CHILD.     Price  6d.     Post-free,  7d.     2  Wood- 
Engrayings. 

London:  J.  DICKS,  313,  Strand. 
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This  Work  will  be  found  invaluable  to  the  inexperienced  purchaser  of  a  horse.  It  is  written 
by  a  gentleman  whose  knowledge  of  the  subject  enables  him  to  give  all  requisite  su^es . 
tions  and  instructions. 

THE  FRENCH  SELF-INSTRUCTOR.    Price  6d.    Post-free,  7d. 

POISONERS  AND  SLOW  POISONING.  Containing  a  narrative  of  the  most  extra- 
ordinary  instances  of  Secret  Poisoning  on  record.  Illustrated  with  portraits,  by  W.  Q. 
Standfast,  Esq.  Eighty  pages  royal  8vo.  Price  6d.  Post-free,  8d. 

London:  J.  LICKS,  313,  Strand. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


MUSIC. 

DICKS'  PIANOFORTE   TUTOR. 

is  full  music  size,  and  contains  instructions  and  exercises,  full  of  simplicity  anJ 
iy,  which  will  not  weary  the  student  iu  their  study,  thus  rendering  the  work  thr 
Pianoforte  Guide  ever  issued.  It  contains  as  much  matter  as  those  tutors  for  which 
six  times  the  amount  is  charged.  The  work  is  printed  on  toned  paper  of  superior  quality, 
in  good  and  large  type.  Price  One  Shilling  ;  post  free,  Twopence  extra. 

CZERNY'S  STUDIES  FOR  THE  PIANOFORTE. 

.ese  celebrated  Studies  in  precision  and  velocity,  for  which  the  usual  price  has  been  Half- 
i-Guinea,  is  now  issued  at  One  Shilling  ;  post  free,  threepence  extra.  Every  student  of 
,he  Pianoforte  ought  to  possess  this  companion  to  the  tutor  to  assist  him  at  obtaining 
jroficiency  on  the  instrument. 

CKS'  EDITION  OF-  STANDARD  OPERAS  (  fall  music  size),  with  Italian,  French,  or  Germar 
nd  English  Words.  Now  ready  :  — 


86  W  hen  the  Swallows  Homeward  Fly    (Son* 
37  Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep    (Song) 
' 


"  LUCIA  DI  LAMMEBMOOB,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d 
IOSSINI'S  "  IL  BABBIEBE,"  with  Portrait  and  Memoir  of  the  Composer.  Price  2s.  6d 

i   Hegantly  bound  in  cloth,  gilt  lettered,  5s.  each.    Others  are  in  the  Press.      Delivered  carriage 

I   :ee  for  Eighteen  pence  extra  per  copy  to  any  part  of  the  United  Kingdom. 

!'  IS  REEVES'  SIX  CELEBRATED  TENOR  SONGS,  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling 
'ilgrim  of  Love  Bishop.—  Death  of  Nelson.  Braham.—  Adelaide,  Beethoven.—  The  Thorn.  Shield, 
-The  Anchor's  Weighed.  Braham.—  Tell  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee.  Hodson. 

!  ELINA  PATTI'S  SIX  FAVOURITE  SONGS,  Mnsio  and  Words.  Price  One  Shilling  There  be 
one  of  Beauty's  Daughters.  Mendelssohn.—  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark.  Schubert.—  Home,  Sweet  Home 
iishop.—  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer.  T.  Moore.—  Where  the  Bee  Sucks.  Dr.  Arne  —Tell  me  us* 
[eart.  Bishop. 

ARLES  SANTLEY'S  SIX  POPULAR  BARITONE  SONGS.  Music  and  Words.  Price  One  Shillirc 

'he  Lads  of  the  Village.    Dibclin.—  The  Wanderer.    Schubert.—  In  Childhood  My  Toys.    Lortzici.- 

-Tom  Bowling.    Dibdin.—  Rock'd  in  the  Cradle  of  the  Deep.    Knight.—  Mad  Tom.    Purcell. 
%*    Any  of  the  above  Songs  can  also  be  had  separately,  price  Threepence  each. 

SICAL  TREASURES.—  Full  Music  size,  price  Fourpence.    Now  Publishing  Weekly.    A  Complete 

«pertory  of  the  best  English  and  Foreign  Music,  ancient  and  modern,  vocal  and  instrumental 

3lo  and  concerted,  with  critical  and  biographical  annotations,  for  the  pianoforte. 

iy  Normandy    (Ballad) 

mid  Robin  Gray    (Scotch  Ballad) 

,a  Sympathie  Valse 

"he  Pilgrim  of  Love    (Romance) 

)l  Pescatore    (Song) 

?o  Far-off  Mountain    (Duet) 

'he  Anchor's  Weigh'd    (Ballad) 

L  Woman's  Heart    (Ballad) 

>h,  Mountain  Home!    (Duet) 

vbove,  how  Brightly  Beams  the  Morning 

'he  Marriage  of  the  lioses    (Valse) 

orma    (Duet) 

,0!  Heavenly  Beauty    (Cavatina) 

n  Childhood  my  Toys    (Song) 

fhile  Beauty  Clothes  the  Fertile  Vale 

'he  Harp  that  once  through  Tara's  Halls 

he  Manly  Heart    (Duet) 

icethoven's  "  Andante  and  Variations  " 

a  that  Long-lost  Home  we  Love    (Song) 

Phere  the  Bee  backs    (Song) 

.h,  Fair  Dream    ("Marta") 

a  Petit  Fleur 

ngels  ever  Bright  and  Fair 

aught  e'er  should  Sever    (Duet) 

?is  but  a  little  Faded  Flow'r    (Ballad) 

[y  Mother  bids  me  Bind  mv  Hair  (Canzonet) 

oming  thro'  the  Kye    (So'ng) 

eautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea    (Ballad) 

ell  me,  my  Heart    (Song) 

know  a  Bank    (Dnet) 
t   he  Minstrel  Boy    (Irish  Melody) 

ornmnge  au  Genie 

Be  what  Pretty  Brooms  I've  Bought 
!   om  Fowling    (Song) 

BU  me,  Mary,  how  to  Woo  Thee 


pray 


38  Beethoven's  Waltzes    First  Series 

39  As  it  Fell  upon  a  Day    (Duet) 

40  A  Life  on  the  Ocean  Wave    (Song) 

41  Why   are    you  Wandering    here   I 

(Ballad) 

42  A  Maiden's  Prayer. 
48  Valse  Brillante 

44  Home,  Sweet  Home  I    (Soncr) 

45  Oft  in  the  Stilly  Night    (Song) 

46  All's  VV  ell    (Duet) 

47  The  "Crown  Diamonds"  Fantasia 

48  Hear  me,  dear  One    (Serenade) 

49  Youth  and  Love  at  the  Helm   (Barcarolle) 

50  Adelaide    Beethoven    (Song) 
«1  The  Death  of  Nelson    (Song) 
62  Hark,  hark,  the  Lark 

53  The  Last  Rose  of  Summer    (Irish  MeiodT* 

54  The  Thorn    (Song) 

55  The  Lads  of  <he  Village    (Song) 

56  There  be  none  ot  Beauty's  Daughters  (Sore 

57  The  Wanderer  (Song) 

58  I  have  Plucked  the  Fairest  Flower 

59  Bid  Me  Discourse    (Song) 

60  Fisher  Maiden    (Song) 


) 

61  Fair  Agnes    (Barcarolle) 

62  How  Calm  and  Bright    (Song) 

63  Woman's  Inconstancy    (Song) 

64  Echo  Duet 

65  The  Meeting  of  the  Waters    (Irish  Melod* 

66  Lo,  Here  the  Gentle  Lark 

67  Beethoven's  Waltzes     (Second 

68  Child  of  Earth  with  the  Golden 

69  Should  he  Upbraid  (Song) 


(Ballad) 
London  t  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand ;  and  all  Booksellers 


[  Series) 
Hair  (8< 
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ADVERTISEMENTS. 


NOTICE    TO    THE     PUBLIC. 


One  Penny  Weekly,  commencing  Dec.  19th, 

DICKS'  STANDARD  PLAYS 

A  Play  will  be  published  weekly  until  further  notice. 

THE   LADY   OF   LYONS.  By  Sir  Ed  war 
Lytton  Bulwer. 

WILD  OATS.    By  John  O'Keefe. 
TOM  AND  JERRY.    By  W.  T.  Moncrieff. 
OLIVER  TWIST.    By  George  Almar. 
WOMAN'S  WIT.  By  J.  Sheridan  Knowle 

"YES"  AND  "NO."  (Two  Farces  in  One 
By  C.  A ,  Somerset  &  Francis  Reynolds. 

THE    SEA    CAPTAIN.      By  Sir  Edwar 
Lytton  Bulwer. 

EUGENE  ARAM.    By  W.  T.  Moncrieff. 

THE    WRECKER'S    DAUGHTER.     By, 
Sheridan  Knowles. 

ALFRED  THE  GREAT.       By  J.  Sherida 
Knowles. 

Each  Piay  will  be  printed  from  the  Original  Work  of  the  Author,  without  Abridgment 

To  the  Theatrical  Profession,  Amateurs,  and  others,  this  edition  will  prove  invalual 
as  foil  stage  directions,  costumes,  &c.,  are  given.  Kemit  pennj  stamp  and  receive  a  I 
of  upwards  of  three  hundred. 

London :  JOHN  DICKS,  313,  Strand.     All  Newsagents. 
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